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Trouble at the Docks 

By Jim King 

Chapter 4 

 

Two constables climbed down onto the mud while 

the rest of us stood watchfully on the dock. They pulled the 

tangle of weeds aside to reveal an opening in the dock wall. 

Half circular and perhaps five feet high, the sides and top of 

brick, the bottom blocked by silt and mud from the high 

tides of the river. 

Bending down to look I could see the cave like 

opening led into a circular tunnel. Some twelve feet across. 

The visible walls and ceiling of local brick now showing 

signs of age and wear from the flood waters that once 

rushed down to the river. The floor was covered by a foot of 

stagnant water at its deepest point and the rest of the bottom 

was mud and dirt. 

Originally part of the upper level sewers of the city 

this tunnel had carried flood water and sewage into the har-

bour but it had become dangerously overused along with 

the rest of the system and had been superseded by the major 

sewer work of the 50s and 60s. 

Now it carried nothing more than a trickle of water, 

the sewage was diverted downstream rather than through 

this tunnel and the others like it that had once dumped it 

straight into the harbour and docks. The entrance half 

blocked by dirt and silt from the high tides on the river out-

side. 

With the weeds cleared away daylight lit the tunnel 

for the first fifty feet or so and two constables carrying oil 

lamps would light the way further in. The constables 

climbed down onto the mud in front of the opening first, I 

clambered down more slowly and clumsily thanks to the leg 

brace. By the time I was down they were standing by the 

cave opening. 

I limped up to the group of constables, my shotgun 

in my arms. I had ordered the pistols be left behind, other 

than my own. The men were not trained to use pistols and I 

wanted no mistakes. 

“Load your shotguns  gentlemen, let’s be about 

this.”   

 

# 

 

We had advanced a good one hundred feet up the 

sewer, I myself leading with Sergeant Peck just behind me. 

The two constables with shotguns were behind him and to 

either side. One constable with a lamp was just behind the 

man on my right; the other was a few steps behind us. 

The tunnel sloped up and we found ourselves out of 

the stagnant water and instead walking on mud and silt left 

behind by rain or floods. There were plenty of marks in the 

wet mud ahead of us, a lot of drag marks and thin lines. 

Small prints about the size a dog would leave and some-

thing much bigger, mostly wiped out by the drag marks, 

just the hint of some huge foot. With claws. 

The ground quickly became dry and our boots began 

to kick up dust. One of us must have kicked a stone because 

we heard it roll across the ground, almost like the skittering 

of feet on the dry dirt.  

Skittering feet! 

“Hold up the lamp, quickly man, hold it high!” 

He did and the light was thrown further along the 

tunnel revealing movement, small dark shapes moving left 

and right in the shadows. 

They charged us. I fired once, too quickly, a gout of 

dirt was blown into the air, the rats rushed toward us. I 

sighted more carefully and fired again. A three foot rat col-

lapsed, its head gone. 

The tunnel was deafening, every shotgun had been 

fired, men were shouting, the chattering of huge rats high 

pitched and clear above the sound of gunfire. 

No time to reload, the rats were on us. I kicked at 

one and missed, another jumped at me aiming for my chest. 

I blocked it with the shotgun and quickly grabbed the bar-

rels with both hands. Another rat jumping at me, waist high, 

I swung, I hit. A perfect four and the broken body hit the 

wall. 

Around me the constables were shouting and stamp-

ing at the rats. The two lamp holders were swinging the oil 

lamps wildly trying to knock the rats away. The rapid 

movement made the fight chaotic, light, darkness, light and 

everyone moving. It was as if I was blinking and the rats 

moved between blinks. 

A scream, high pitched, a man in pain. The lamp 

carrying constable at the back was flailing at his right leg, a 

great black shape clinging to his trousers and trying to sink 

its teeth into his groin. 

Sergeant Peck shouted at the man. “Stop moving so 

I can hit it ya bloody fool.” The constable didn’t hear him 

or didn’t care so Peck grabbed him by the shoulder, the tall-

er man stopped as suddenly as if he had run into a wall. The 

huge rat pulled back its head to strike the tender target. Ser-

geant Peck’s police issue truncheon crashed into its skull. 

The rat blinked and looked at Peck as if to say ‘was 

that the best you can do puny human’. 

Sergeant peck dropped his useless truncheon and 

kicked the rat in its furry face, knocking it off the consta-

bles leg to land a few feet away. The rat scrabbled to its feet 



and turned, crouching to jump. Four feet from nose to tail, 

the size of a dog and just as lethal. It would not be denied. It 

jumped, powerful rear legs pushing it high into the air, a 

man’s throat its bloody target. 

A heavy club of ironwood slammed into its side and 

knocked it flying again, one shoulder and several ribs shat-

tered by the force of the blow. Sergeant Peck took several 

quick steps across to where the huge rat was now struggling 

to rise and stomped his size ten police boot down on its 

neck. 

Another rat slipped past my kick and bit down on 

my boot, the sharp teeth cut through boot and trouser and 

flesh with ease. I swung the shotgun again and knocked it 

away from me leaving it stunned on the ground where Con-

stable Clark caved in its head with the butt of his shotgun. 

The damn thing had its teeth sunk in my boot when I 

knocked it off; these were handmade and tailored for me. 

Now the right boot had a gash ripped in it as wide as my 

hand. The trousers were probably ruined as well. It didn’t 

seem to hurt though which was probably good. 

I realised that it was now quiet. The lamps were 

steady. Constable Jones was being held up by Sergeant 

Peck, his entire left leg a mass of torn trousers and bloody 

slashes. Everyone else was breathing hard but still standing. 

We were surrounded by the remains of eleven huge 

rats. 

 

# 

 

It took us several minutes to compose ourselves; I 

ordered the badly hurt constable to go back to the entrance 

and sent another constable to help him. I kept Clark with 

me; the man had proved himself handy in a fight. Constable 

Migan, Higan, Wigan, that was the name, constable Wigan 

was holding the other lamp so I kept him with us as well. 

Reloaded shotguns at the ready the four of us that 

remained continued along the tunnel. 

We advanced another sixty feet or so and came to 

the end. The tunnel was blocked by a cave in, bricks and dirt 

mixed together to block the way. 

There was something else as well. A scattering of 

small metal barrels, each big enough for half a gallon or so. 

The metal was a dull grey that did not reflect the light of the 

lamps. Each was scratched and dented as if from heavy use. 

There were five of them in total; each had the top 

smashed in. Four of them were empty and lying on their 

sides, the final one was standing upright and seemed to have 

something at the bottom. 

I perhaps foolishly kicked it over and a thick liquid 

flowed out and onto the dirt. For a few seconds it seemed to 

glow purple then it faded. Oddly for something that had 

seemed more like oil than water it seemed to soak into the 

ground rapidly and in no more than a minute was gone com-

pletely. 

Looking more closely at the barrels I called for the 

light to be bought nearer. Each barrel had a band of some 

sort of writing around the widest point. It didn’t look carved 

or scratched, the strange letters almost looked as if they had 

been melted in the metal. Twisted and curving, the strange 

letters seemed to flow together, blurring and becoming the 

same shape that seemed to spin before me. 

I blinked rapidly and they were no more than marks 

on the metal sides. 

“Sir, look at this.” The sergeant was pointing at the 

wall behind the strange kegs. There were great slashes 

across the brick work, each as wide as a finger and several 

inches deep. Four of them running parallel to each other. 

The sergeant put his hand on the wall, little finger 

bent onto his palm, the other three straight and his thumb 

stretched sideways. As wide as he could spread his hand the 

slashes were wider still. He drew his hand slowly along the 

lines. Suddenly they looked for all the world like the marks 

of a massive claw slashing through the bricks. 

No rat had left this mark so high on the wall. 

 

# 

 

We made it back to the river and climbed up onto 

the dock. The constables we had left there had been joined 

by a sizeable crowd. The hurt officer had been sent straight 

to the hospital in one of the horse drawn wagons. Leaving 

the other wagon, three waiting officers and the four of us. 

“Sergeant, I’m sure we will need the dead rats and 

those odd barrels. Send a couple of constables down to col-

lect them if you would.” 

I suddenly felt very tired; perhaps the energy I had 

gained from the Professors odd powder earlier was wearing 

off. Still no pain thought. 

A convenient stack of crates provided a makeshift 

chair while I waited for the constables Peck had sent into 

the tunnel to clean up. 

It took a number of trips to gather up all of the dead 

rats and the strange barrels. At some point several newspa-

per men and photographers had arrived. Several attempts to 

ask me questions were blocked by the sergeant so they 

amused themselves by writing detailed notes about the rats 

which were being laid in a line along the dock. One of them 

had a tape measure and was reading the lengths in a loud 



voice. 

As it turned out the smallest was twenty two inches, 

the largest an inch over four feet. 

They were so interested in the rats they ignored the 

arrival of the strange barrels which I sent to the wagon with 

a wave of my hand. 

With everything cleared out and all the constables 

back I was done with the docks and wanted nothing more 

than a good cup of tea, with a shot of scotch in it of course. 

Or perhaps two shots. 

I called sergeant Peck over and told him to get eve-

rything in the wagon. 

“Right you are sir. Erm Inspector, you may want to 

get that leg sorted sir.” 

I looked down at my leg, the right leg with the ru-

ined boot, the torn trousers. The bloody wound left by the 

rat bite. 

“Oh, I didn’t notice. Back to the hospital then Ser-

geant.” 

The dead rats were lifted by their tails and stacked 

in the wagon beside the barrels. The crowd shuffled closer 

as they were being lifted and gasps came as the largest rat 

was lifted. The constable was no weakling but he struggled 

to lift the four foot monster one handed. 

The sergeant helped me to climb into the back and I 

took a seat on the bench trying to keep my feet off the rats, 

he elected to ride up front with the driver. The constables 

were sent to walk back to the station. 

 

# 

 

The ride back seemed to take no time at all. 

Moments after we left the docks I blinked and we 

were pulling up at the hospital. Word had obviously pre-

ceded us. A crowd of hospital staff stood outside along 

with a few of the patients. Professor Carlyle did not wait; 

the wagon had barely stopped when he appeared at the 

door. 

“You found them then, marvellous. Can I see them? 

Bring them out into the light. Oh Arthur, you didn’t hurt 

yourself again did you?” 

I carefully climbed out and let him clamber into the 

wagon where a succession of happy exclamations told me 

he had found the dead rats. 

I heard a noise beside me. A disapproving grunt. 

Doctor Harper had arrived and was pointedly look-

ing at my torn boot and trouser leg. 

I was bustled inside and a nurse was sent for vari-

ous items. 

With the blood washed away I needed eleven stitch-

es and the good doctor did the work himself. 

There had been nothing but a dull ache before he 

started, by the time he had finished my knee was burning, 

the wound on my leg was a screaming pain and I was so 

exhausted I was unable to stand.  

I have some memories of a wheel chair and watching the 

blue painted corridor walls roll past me then a brief mo-

ment of being in a bed before I fell asleep with my wounds. 

 

Crash by Guy Haley 

 

In the future 0.01% of the population own 

the vast majority of the wealth and the mar-

ket is rigged to keep it that way. This is not 

power in the hands of corporations it is pow-

er in the hands of a few families. These 

“Pointer” families have realised that Earth is 

ecologically doomed and have identified a 

number of planets that could support human 

life and build a fleet of arks to take key fam-

ily members and personnel.  

Dariusz is a geo-engineer that has no chance 

of joining the ships until he receives an offer from a man in a 

bar to get him aboard one of the ships in return for a “small 

act of sabotage” which he readily agrees to so that he can take 

his son with him. The ship crashes on a planet that is not their 

target and which is tidally locked to the star, one side eternal 

night, the other perpetual searing daylight. It is also already 

inhabited by a number of strange and dangerous lifeforms. 

The colonists have to build their own society from scratch 

whilst struggling to survive.  

This is a fantastic space opera that reminded me of my love 

for SF in my teens. The plot is interesting, the characters are 

well drawn, the action is well imagined and described. I didn’t 

really like the ending for which it drops a half star but I think it 

was a tonal shift that didn’t work for me. 

 

Overall – good old fashioned (but not old) space opera, a great 

read if you’re into that sort of thing, which it appears I still 

am… 
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 The man straightens up from his work adjusting the coil 

of copper tubing coming out of the top of the still. The pur-

pose of the coil is to dissipate heat and condense the vapor into 

a concentrated liquid. I might not have enough coil, he thinks 

to himself. He looks over to the garden and watches his 

daughter working the rows with her digging stick, working 

the weeds back into the poor soil. The potato plants are doing 

well. Combined with the still, this seasons harvest should gain 

them much needed extra trade goods. No matter the state of 

the economy, people will always need an escape.  

 

 Behind her in the distance he notices a dust plume com-

ing from the area where the dirt road meets the highway. 

They seldom get visitors out here in the valley near the San 

Pedro River in Hereford, Arizona. It might be the sheriff 

come to run them off. They are technically squatting on some-

one else's land. Eight years ago, before things started to go 

south, he worked as a government IT contractor at Fort 

Huachuca. Now, he's a dirt farmer, barely keeping his family 

clothed and fed.  

 

 He calls to his daughter, motioning behind her since it’s 

not likely she can hear what he is saying. She looks for a mo-

ment, and then hikes up the skirt of her dirt-stained simple 

dress and trots towards him and the house through the after-

noon sunshine.  

 

    "Hunny, tell your brother to get his rifle and get up to 

the roof. That might be the cartel again. You never know," he 

says to her.  

 

    "Yes, daddy!" she replies and darts into the ramshack-

le mobile home. She returns a few moments later with a rifle 

in her arms.  

 

    "Trent said to bring you this!" she says, handing him 

his old nagant. Trent was four years younger, but already had 

the heart of a warrior, which often drove his mother to dis-

traction. The man hears two knocks come from the roof, 

which was the signal that Trent was in position behind the 

crusty old swamp cooler they no longer had the electricity to 

run.  

 

  "I want you to stay in the house with your mother and 

sister till we figure out what’s going on," he explains to her. 

Reluctantly she turns and goes. He can't help but notice the 

Springfield XD in the hand she was holding behind her back. 

It was the first gun he had ever purchased, and the last gun he 

would ever sell. She might seem to be a gentle soul, content to 

play with the farm cats, but there is steel in her spine.  

 

 The man walks slowly over to his old truck and pulls 

out a pair of binoculars. He slings the old rifle on his back. 

Bringing the binoculars to his eyes he can see it’s a truck, not 

dissimilar to his own, but blue to his trucks brown. There are 

three men in the cab and four in the bed. Armed. He sets the 

binos on the cracked vinyl seat and un-slings his rifle. He puts 

the engine block between himself and the fast approaching 

truck and with a well practiced ease lays the rifle across the 

hood. He eases the bolt back without looking and feels to 

make sure the chamber is loaded. Good. He has five shots of 

7.62X54R FMJ. Trent has his .22 Model 60 Marlin on the roof 

with 16 rounds loaded. Trent has been taking rabbits at over 

100 meters with that rifle since he was 6 years old.  

 

   The truck starts hooting its horn as it turns down their 

drive. Shave and a haircut, two bits, over and over. The man 

safes his rifle and peers through the binos just to make sure. It 

is the Sheriff and he has a posse with him. The man waves to 

the boy on the roof to stand down. He sets the rifle on the 

hood of the truck and steps to meet the truck as it grinds to a 

halt on bad brakes.  

 

   "Sheriff, what brings you out here?" he inquires before the 
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man in the white hat can even offer his hand.  

 

   "Tom, you used to work on post in IT, right? Do you still 

have some computers and shit lying around?" the Sheriff 

asks. Something is wrong. His face is very pale and his lips are 

purple like a man having a heart attack.  

 

    "Yeah, I still have some stuff, why?" Tom asks as he 

pulls a small flask from his back pocket and hands it to the 

Sheriff. The Sheriff drains the four ounces of homemade liq-

uor in a single go, grimacing at the burn.  

 

    "There has been an incident at the Border Patrol 

checkpoint. Somebody killed the two agents, tore them apart, 

and tried to trash the cameras and computers," the Sheriff 

confides, color returning to his face.  

 

    "Well, how bad are they trashed?" Tom asks, shaking 

the flask to see if there is any left.  

 

    "Like with a sledge hammer! However, they didn't 

know to smash the hard drives. Do you have anything to hook 

them up to and watch the video so we can find out if this was 

the Cartel or... something else," the Sherriff says.  

  

    Something else? There have been rumors in recent 

years. Likely just mass hysteria produced by stress induced 

paranoia. Society collapsing can do that to people. He can't 

deny the odd things he has seen and heard. He holds out his 

hand.  

 

    “Well, let me see them. We'll fire up the genny and see 

what I can do with them,” Tom asks.  

 

    The Sheriff hesitates. "The Feds have them at the 

checkpoint. They asked me to bring you there," he finishes 

awkwardly.  

 

    The Goddamn Feds! The Feds, specifically Special 

Agent Simmons, has been hounding him since the federal gov-

ernment retook control of the Sovereign State of Arizona. 

Some people can't put the past behind them.  

 

    "Simmons?" Tom asks.  

 

    "Simmons," the Sheriff confirms.  

 

    They arrive at the border patrol checkpoint a few hours 

later. A man in a blue polo shirt with a pistol on his hip greets 

them as they get out of the truck.  

 

    "Tom! So good to see you again!" Agent Simmons says 

as he takes the rifle from Tom's hands.  

 

    "Simmons. You have some hard drives for me to look 

at? Why didn't you send them to your own lab for recovery?" 

Tom asks flatly.  

 

    "Its Special Agent Simmons. We need these drives re-

covered ASAP. We don't have time to send them out. We be-

lieve the Mexican government might be getting ready to make 

a major push into our territory, under the guise of the Cartel. 

Plausible deny-ability and all that," Simmons states.  

 

    "You think an advance scouting party hit this check-

point?" Tom asks as they walk towards the small square 

building. There are only two other agents and one vehicle, the 

standard black SUV. "Where is the rest of your crew?" Tom 

finishes.  

 

    "This is it, cut backs. Washington feels this area is se-

cured now that we have quashed any dissenting parties after 

that little secessionist flap a while back," Special Agent Sim-

mons replies, making pointed eye contact.  

 

    They pause at the door. Simmons fishes in his pocket 

and pulls out a small jar of menthol rub. He holds it out to 

Tom. "It's been a few days since they were killed. It’s Au-



gust."  

 

    Tom accepts the menthol rub and applies some below 

his nostrils. Simmons dons blue nitril gloves and puts his 

hand on the door knob.  

 

    "Once inside touch nothing. Tell me what you want me 

to retrieve, and I will retrieve it for you. Understand?" Spe-

cial Agent Simmons instructs Tom.  

 

    Throat suddenly dry, Tom nods in agreement. Special 

Agent in Charge (of practically nothing) Simmons opens the 

door.  

 

    The stench is horrendous and instantly takes Tom 

back to Fallujah 2004. He sees the face of a young boy 

perched over what he will find out later is a toy rifle. He feels 

his finger tighten on the trigger.  

 

    "Tom!" Special Agent Simmons shakes his shoulder 

hard. "Reality, buddy! Stay in it!"  

 

    "Sorry. The smell..," Tom replies shaking his head. The 

smell of rotting human flesh is unmistakable. Once you smell 

it, you will never forget it.  

 

   They enter the building. There is gore painted on the walls. 

They step over a leg still covered with dark green fabric and 

part of a pocket. Debris is strewn everywhere. The fluorescent 

light fixtures are hanging from the ceiling. Grey tubing of 

some sort hangs from the mostly everything. Tom feels his 

gorge rise when he realizes he just moved a coil of intestine 

out of his way.  

 

    "Simmons!" he yells.  

 

   "Over here is where the computers are, were," Sim-

mons replies, pointing to a pile of broken plastic and circuit 

boards piled on a desk.  

 

    Tom examines the pile for a moment and points out a 

few items.  

 

    "No, the square ones. Grab those grey flat cables, 

too," Tom instructs as Agent Simmons carefully moves the 

pile piece by piece.  

 

    Something clatters to the floor. Tom instinctually 

reaches down and grabs for the objects in case they may be 

important. He looks at them lying on his palm. Teeth!  

 

    "These are Goddamn Teeth, Simmons! What the 

fuck!" Tom screams as he flings them across the room.  

 

    "Focus. Is there anything else you see that you will 

need?" Agents Simmons asks, motioning to the pile.  

 

    "No, that’s it. Just the hard drives and cables. I have 

everything else in the truck. Let’s get the fuck out of here!" 

Tom says wiping cold sweat from his forehead. The shakes 

were starting. He practically runs from the building. The 

vomiting continues for some time.  

  The sun is starting to set. Tom paces back and forth, 

puffing on a bummed cigarette.  

 

    "So you know about them? Seriously? What are you 

guys smoking?" Tom says.  

 

    "I know how it sounds. He is what he is. We have col-

lected more than enough evidence. We even captured one of 

them. They are real," Simmons answers calmly.  

 

    "I can't wrap my mind around what I just watched! 

It’s impossible!" Tom yells frantically.  

 

    "I'm going to need to you keep this to yourself, Tom. 

Like I kept that shit about the IEDs to myself. You owe me," 

Simmons reminds him.  

 

    "Who do you think I'm going to tell? Vampires? Are 

you fucking serious?" Tom drops the unfinished cigarette to 

the ground and stomps it out.  

 

    "Did you know they did this before you brought me out 

here?" Tom asks, face stiff with anger.  

 

    "Not 100%, but I suspected. They are usually more 

cautious and hide their kills better," Special Agent Simmons 

answers lighting his own cigarette.  

 

    "How long has the government known about this?" 

Tom queries, reaching for the pack of smokes.  

 

    "Officially, it doesn't. Unofficially, since 1905. Lazarus, 

that's the big guy's name, the first records we have of him 

date from the Bisbee area right before the 1905 fire. He has 

popped up every few years since. World War one in France 

1918, he fed on the wounded on both sides. 1929 during the 

stock market crash and the Great Depression. The list goes 

on," Agent Simmons finishes.  

 

    "Why is he here?" Tom asks.  

 

    "We don't know for sure. Last we knew he was deep in 



Mexico and had been there for years. Now suddenly, he's kill-

ing on this side of the border again and this time he has 

friends," the agent says.  

 

    "I don't understand the purpose of all this. What is the 

fucking goal?" Tom asks.  

 

    "The goal is I kill him. I stake his ass, cut his head off, 

and let the sun burn his remains to ash. That's the goal," 

Agent Simmons says gruffly.  

 

    "I want nothing to do with this. Nothing! Take me 

home. Now!" Tom sa It’s been over a week since Lazarus and 

his small coven were able to retrieve the hard drives from 

Agent Simmons and properly destroy them. They properly 

destroyed Agent Simmons as well. Lazarus was able to glean 

the location of the computer man that helped Agent Simmons 

from the agent's mind as he fed from him.  

  

    The group waits in the desert a few hundred meters 

from the trailer. They can see the computer man sitting in a 

chair outside the front door. He is drinking from a bottle. 

Earlier they watched his children as they did their evening 

chores. Lazarus was transfixed by the oldest. It was her! After 

all this time it was her. She had the same raven hair, the same 

pert nose, and the same eyes. However, this girl's face was 

smooth and pleasant, unworn by time and sorrow. This girl's 

step was light and bouncy, where the other girls gait was tired 

and plodding. This girl was a few years younger. This girl was 

human instead of vampire.  

 

   Lazarus couldn't be sure of what he was seeing. Even 

he admits that sometimes he sees what he wants to see. This 

isn't even his original reality. What is reality? Is it what you 

believe or what you perceive? They have been watching the 

trailer for days, hiding nearby in abandoned structures dur-

ing the day. Lazarus gathers his coven and prepares them to 

leave. They do not question him. They wouldn't dare. They 

would be back, he assured them. They would be back once he 

figured out what’s going on in his head.  

 

    Tom never explained to his family why they moved so 

suddenly to the mountains. 'We needed a change.' was all he 

would say. They now lived in a mostly intact two story house. 

They farmed and raised live stock. Life was harder. Water 

was always in short supply. It was farther from town which 

meant people ventured out their way less often to trade. The 

oldest daughter grew prettier as the months wore on. Her fa-

ther spent long hours just staring into the woods, a worried 

look on his face. He could almost feel them.  

 

    Lazarus watches the house from the woods. It was eerie 

how the computer man, Tom, would stare at him. It was al-

most as if he could see him.  

 

    "It's time. We get her tonight," Lazarus tells his small 

band of followers when he returns to the abandoned mine 

they have been sheltering in for months. They have been care-

ful with their hunting, but the few remaining people in this 

area are getting scared.  

  

    "What’s the plan, Lazarus?" asks Isaac, always the 

bold one.  

 

    "I turn her. That's the plan," Lazarus replies.  

 

    "What about the rest of her family?" the female vam-

pire, Aletha, asks her master.  

 

    "What about them? Just save her father. For her first 

meal," Lazarus replies.  

 

    They kill the dogs first. The round up the two younger 

children and the parents and gather them in the living room. 

Lazarus sends Aletha up stairs to get the girl.  

 

    '...and so it begins,' the thinks as Aletha throws the 

struggling girl to the floor in front of him. Aletha grabs her 

brother and buries her face in this throat as he begins to 

scream.  

 

    He grabs her face roughly and stares intently into her 

eyes. He combs through her mind but finds no memory of 

himself. How can this be? Is his recollection of her just a fig-

ment of his damaged mind?  

 

    "Don't be afraid," he says to her. 'Welcome to your fu-

ture!"  

 

    He smiles at her, his fangs slowly descending and lock-

ing into place.  

 

    She begins to scream.  



 

The Light Beneath The Stone 

By George Van Sise 

 

Broken grey stone litters the steep mountain path that is choked with thick, dry, dead moss. The path runs 

along the edge of the Madrim valley, the edge of which drops sharply away to the right into the wide expanse that is 

terminated in the west by the Mountains of Rim. 

To the left, the flat stone rises straight up, black and lifeless for a height of fifty feet; slowly it begins to dimin-

ish with the rising of the path. 

The late summer sun, golden and bright, is descending toward the splintered peaks of Rim with just a short 

time left before dusk. 

The black stone finally gives way to a wide, flat surface high up where an unusual forest dominates the grand 

plateau at the summit. 

The vast area at the top is dense with trees that have been forgotten with time. Thick bark furrowed with thou-

sands of years of weathering protects the ancient residents that have taken purchase among the broken rocks of the 

plateau. 

The forest, called Burgeon by some, stands tall and beckons invitingly to weary travellers. The tangy scent of 

pine and cedar mixed with the cool musky smell of mosses that climb tenaciously up the wrinkled bark, drifts comfort-

ingly through the air. “Come stay with us.” The breeze hints provocatively.  

As the blazing sun is impaled upon the distant peaks of Rim individual beams of light lance into the great forest 

for a final time before the coming night, and moments later the dusk, as tangible as a cobweb, begins to cling to the 

surrounding residents. 

But wait, a melody as gentle as spring zephyrs caresses the thick columns and drifts out to the stony pathway, 

drawing, inviting, and hypnotic. 

Voices like the tinkling of chimes, or the playful sprinkle of light showers comes into being. Dusk drifts toward 

deep twilight and then it happens. As the last beam surrenders, there beneath a wide flat stone the colour of grey mist, 

there is light! Into all the forest for just a moment there can be seen the living Light Beneath The Stone. 

TRANSDIMENSIONAL TOURS AND TIMESHARES 

  

Welcome traveler, 

        We can tell by your application, and your 
static-voltage qualification statistics, that you 
would be compatible with transdimensional inter-
action. There will be a unit leaving within the 
hour, and a magnetic capsule can be reserved for 
you for a minimum monetary interchange of 20 
zitaus. Be advised that it is illegal and physical-
ly compromising to exit the capsule while the unit 
is in flux. This being stated we here at TDT&T are 
confident that your experience will be of an un-
paralleled nature, and are assured that your 
stay in any one of the 36 known dimensions at one 
of our exclusive TD resorts time shares { Please 
note: this is not the same as our Time timeshares 
for qualified Extrachronestrians } will be the 
event of a lifetime.  

        Transdimensional Tours and Timeshares is the 
leader in interdimensional travel having earned 

awards from all of the leading manufactures of 
Flux-Warp interrupters and the Black Hole Socie-
ty. 
         Please note that the required fail-safe’s for 
all interdimensional interactions have been inau-
gurated for your safety in an effort to prevent 
the onset of an interdimensional crisis. 

So without any further delay we cordially invite 
you to press your thumb to the accompanying I.D. 
pad to initiate preparation mode, your capsule 
will be arriving shortly. 
                   All aboard the Transdimensional Ex-
press! 

  

  

            Your friends at TDT&T, 

                             Always helping you to look just 
around the corner!  



Just a Man in a Superhero Land. 

Part one 

By Jim King 

It was overcast, both clouds and the smoke from 

fires blocking the late afternoon sun turning it into twilight. 

The air stank of burning. Every so often ash would fall from 

the skies, the sound of gunfire and battle drifted across the 

city from several directions. What few firemen we had left 

didn’t have enough engines and the water was out in a lot of 

places; I think they were trying to keep the two hospitals 

safe and that was it now, not that they could deal with this 

lot, not till London got us a lot more help. 

Rubbish, wreckage and abandoned cars littered the 

streets and made driving difficult so most traffic was by 

bike or cycle or on foot. People walked or more often ran 

from one place of imagined safety to another. Alert for 

snipers or random death. 

Fire, lightning, shrapnel, the remains of a shattered 

building or a falling car. The ways you could die were 

many and varied, but death, that was certain. 

A vast tide of refugees had tried to flee, on the first 

day it was just a few, by the middle of Wednesday we had a 

torrent of people trying to leave, producing complete grid-

lock, combined with the rapid destruction of the transport 

network caused by the fighting, resulting in hundreds of 

thousands being trapped in the streets with no shelter and 

no protection. 

Many had then decided to go home where they at 

least had some shelter and familiar surroundings, others had 

broken into strangers’ houses or found shelter where they 

could. Food and water had become vital and by Thursday 

just about every shop or supermarket had been emptied. 

Attempts to bring in supplies from outside the city 

were ongoing but since the roads were mostly blocked, and 

any convoy came under attack, it was slow going. 

The army had gotten moving at last. According to 

the morning briefing at the nick they had pushed across the 

motorway and set up supply and refugee camps outside the 

ring road. Of course getting to them was hardly easy and 

them getting supplies into the city would be far more diffi-

cult. In fact given what news and orders we heard coming 

out of London the state of emergency was more about con-

taining the infected rather than helping them. 

Infected, that was what the official reports called 

them, well us really as I’m trapped in here along with the 

madness and the mutants or whatever the hell they are. In-

fected, that’s not what we call them, we call them a lot of 

things but mostly we call them supers. Like something out 

of a kid’s comic but no comic I ever heard of was this apoc-

alyptic. 

It was, what, Tuesday morning when it happened, 

today’s Friday so three days ago plus a few hours. Three 

whole days since the event, three days to destroy the city 

and kill thousands, tens of thousands, maybe even hundreds 

of thousands. No way to know how many fled, how many 

are hiding and how many are under the rubble. Few enough 

on the streets, just the desperate, the suicidal, the violent, oh 

and a few like me trying to keep control and protect people.  

# 

Tuesday morning. It was the shouting that woke me, 

and the screaming, then the fire alarm going off. Most of 

the people in the building had gone mad, shouting and 

screaming and making noise.  

I was out of bed and had my boots on with my home 

security in hand before I was even awake, home security 

being the length of iron pipe that I keep planning on putting 

away, honest officer. I was half way to the door responding 

to the screams when I started to think and realised I was 

starkers. Well apart from my Doc Martins, but otherwise a 

bit chilly. 

By the time I had pulled on some clothes things had 

gotten bit quieter but I took my pipe along with me when I 

went to check the neighbours. It was crazy, everyone was, 

different. Some physically, others even stranger changes. 

The old woman from upstairs was green, her skin, 

her hair, bright green. Her cat was having a fit hissing and 

spitting at her, she didn’t know what was happening, the 

couple across the corridor were making a lot of noise or at 

least the boyfriend was. The girl had changed, her fingers 

and toes were about three times as long and her neck was 

weird, it had split into a bunch of frilly openings and she 

was gasping to breathe.  

Trust me, I was as freaked out as everyone else but 

sixteen years in the forces teaches you to think and act no 

matter how freaked out you may be. Her neck, the webbing 

between her long fingers and toes. Like she had turned into 

some sort of fish person. We filled the bath to the top and 

put her in, talk about unbelievable, she was underwater, 

breathing and all, her gill things moving in and out. 

Everyone else was changed as well, apart from me, 

well I had no physical changes and I didn’t feel like I could 

do anything new. At least I wasn’t hearing people’s 

thoughts like the old fella from the ground floor apartment. 

He just kept screaming at everyone to stop shouting at him. 

We locked him in his room and walked away which seemed 

to calm him down a bit. 

I tried to call in, get an ambulance or car round to 

help but all I got were busy lines or the answer phone mes-

sage, your call is important, yeah right. Then my mobile 

went off, it was the station calling everyone in, the whole 

city had gone crazy and it was all hands on. I left everyone 

alive and more or less happy and went to find the bus down 



to the town centre and the station. 

No buses running of course, a few cars racing 

around at above the speed limit. Some people in the 

streets, some wandering as if confused. Others were run-

ning. Then I saw a pair of people flying overhead, yep fly-

ing. One doing a superman and the other with black feath-

ered wings coming out of her shoulders. Both doing one 

fifty, maybe more. But a fair clip either way. 

For that first day it was chaos, people were strug-

gling to understand what was going on and we were trying 

to keep order. A lot of people needed help. Some people 

had changed so much they could no longer live in our at-

mosphere. We had several colonies of mermaids and mer-

men in swimming pools. Even one child who was in a total 

isolation unit breathing methane. 

As the day passed it became clearer what was go-

ing on, why, now that was another story altogether. But we 

had a bunch of scientists and more flying in all day, by 

plane or helicopter, not with wings. We were the only 

place it had happened, whatever it was. 

About 90% of the population had, changed, some-

how. One in ten seemed to be immune or not affected. Me 

being that one in ten with no powers. One in ten seemed to 

have really powerful individual powers or multiple more 

moderate abilities. The rest were a spread, most with a sin-

gle power or a couple of weaker ones. Some could use a 

weak power all day, others for a few minutes before they 

needed to rest. 

Some powers seemed to suit the person, we had a 

doctor who could accelerate the regenerative ability of a 

human body, he had spent his whole life trying to heal eve-

ryone and now he could. One young lad was bullied at 

school and beaten at home, now he was made of some sort 

of living steel that a tank shell would bounce off. Some 

who wanted freedom could fly, others swim. At the lowest 

end I met one bloke who could boil a pint of water then 

needed an hour of rest. At the top end we had fast, strong, 

flying, x-ray vision, walks through walls and a hundred 

more besides.  

The science types said they were going to cata-

logue and quantify everyone’s abilities and power levels, 

they would have some answers in a month or so. In the 

meantime we were all trying to cope. 

It was the chaos that hid what was happening at 

first, half the force didn’t turn up for work, they were off 

trying to understand some new super power or other. The 

rest of us along with the ambulance teams that were left 

and a steady stream of help coming in from outside the 

city were constantly going to one emergency or another. 

I was trying to deal with some teenage tearaway 

who was running wild, by running I mean about travelling 

at eighty miles an hour all over the town centre. While try-

ing to keep up I went past the branch of the RBS and no-

ticed in passing that it had been trashed, windows smashed 

in and such. I didn’t remember any reports or an alarm call 

but half the alarms in the city were going off so I wasn’t 

surprised it had been missed. 

It was into the evening and I was frankly knackered 

so I took a break for some food and spoke to some of the 

other guys, most of them were from out of town, brought 

in as reinforcements and they didn’t know the place but 

they had been noticing things as well. Places that looked 

like the aftermath of a riot but no sign of any people, the 

fire brigade were racing around putting out a lot of fires, 

many of which had no clear cause. Dead bodies as well. 

Looting, disorder and chaos and we simply weren’t seeing 

it happen, just finding the remains. 

After about twenty hours I crashed, I couldn’t get 

home so I slept on one of the couches in reception. We 

were hot bunking them so everyone got a few hours nap. 

About dawn I was grabbing a mug of seriously 

strong police coffee when I caught a message about a bat-

tle over by the stadium. It was confused but it was clearly 

several people fighting and according to eye witnesses one 

of them was throwing lightning from his hands. 

I went out on that shout but my car was diverted 

mid-way by reports of a burning figure that was attacking 

the fire men who were trying to put out a building on fire. 

By the time I got there the fire engine was a burning 

wreck, several of the firemen were hurt despite their fire 

jackets and the burning figure was long gone. 

That was when I took a good look around and no-

ticed just how many of these supers were wearing cos-

tumes of some sort. It looked like every costume shop in 

the city had been raided, the rest were in makeshift stuff. 

One woman was even flying around with what looked like 

a brightly patterned curtain as a cloak. 

Plus the more powerful supers seemed to be group-

ing up and acting oddly, some were acting as if they were 

setting up their territory, others seem to be patrolling. 

Things were getting even stranger and we were getting 

more and more reports of fighting. 

By midday it was a lot clearer, the more powerful 

supers had split into what seem like three groups. The two 

largest groups were acting like heroes and villains, defend-

ing, robbing and fighting each other. The third and small-

est group were doing all sorts of weird stuff like the burn-

ing figure who was just setting buildings on fire. 

The city had become a war zone like something out 

of a comic or a Sci-Fi movie 

 



The Once and Future Queen 
by 

Jeff Durkin 
 
“…Gentlemen, the Empire depends on the Queen. While 
we may run the Empire, the Queen provides the single face 
that the people crave. She allows us to get on with the 
business of governing. Whatever steps can be taken to pre-
serve her life, must be taken.” 
     - Prime Minister Robert Gas-
coyne-Cecil 
     Taken from the Minutes of 
the Cabinet, 12 July 1900 
 
 
 
“You understand the need for secrecy?” 
 
 Doctor Septimus Pretorius nodded. What a silly 
question, he thought. But, you little people always ask the 
silly questions. That’s why you are small and meaningless 
and I am great. 
 
 “It is imperative that your procedures never come to 
light. If the public were to find out … well, you can imag-
ine the scandal.” 
 
 “Prime Minister, no one will ever find out unless you 
tell them. I have made considerable refinements to the pro-
cess developed by my late colleague Victor. There will be 
no apparent change in image or behaviour, as long as you 
follow my instruction on the post-procedure treatments.” 
 
 It’s like dealing with a monkey. I should throw this 
gibbering fool a banana before he starts hurling his faeces 
about, Pretorius thought. 
 
 The Prime Minster looked uncomfortable. And he 
was. Even in this age of space travel, mechanical brains, 
and colonies on distant worlds, what he was discussing 
with Pretorius seemed unnatural. But, he thought, neces-
sary. So very necessary. 
 
 “I understand. Members of the Queen’s personal 
staff will be in attendance during the procedures. They will 
be able to care for her after you’re done.” 
 
 Pretorius nodded and grinned. His smile was not re-
assuring; nor was it sinister. It was just wrong, like the 
smile of a man who had seen others perform the action, but 
didn’t understand why you would do it.  
 
 The Prime Minister felt queasy dealing with Pretori-
us. The skin on his face was stretched tight over his skull, 
giving the impression of something inhuman masquerading 
as a man. His wispy grey hair provided a funereal halo for 
his head. When the Prime Minster had first met Pretorius, 
he had thought the man looked otherworldly, some denizen 
of limbo emerged onto the Earth. 
 
 He couldn’t deny that the Doctor could perform the 
necessary tasks. The fact that Pretorius was sitting here, 
talking to him, proved that. For a moment, he thought of 
the report from Scotland Yard that had confirmed Pretorius 

was born in 1765. We live in an age of wonders and hor-
rors. The Prime Minister realised the Doctor had said 
something. 
 
 “I’m sorry, Doctor. Could you repeat that?” 
 
 “I said, I would like to know when I can start? As far 
as I know, the subject is still alive; that is not the condition 
she needs to be in.” 
 
 “That is being taken care of as we speak. Your labor-
atory is ready and she will be waiting for you within the 
hour.” 
 
 “Excellent.” The sooner I can leave you and this hor-
rid little island, the better. 
 

# 
 
 Pretorius waited uncomfortably in Trafalgar Square, 
overflowing with exuberant people. He disliked being in 
this throng of humanity, but he had to see how his work 
performed in public. A tiny vanity requires some peni-
tence, I suppose. Over the course of the last month he had 
replaced the failing internal organs of the subject with new 
ones taken from ‘volunteers.’ The body had been bathed in 
a complex mixture of chemicals. Electricity had coursed 
through the subject, reviving her, bringing her back from 
the gates of Heaven. Or Hell. For Pretorius, such questions 
were academic. He knew he would never be welcomed at 
either.  
 
 Victor, his friend from many years ago, had devel-
oped the crude genesis of the techniques used to rejuvenate 
and revive dead tissue. Their first experiments had resulted 
in hideous, half-human things of rotted flesh and base de-
sires, creatures that had ripped a bloody swathe through the 
secret history of the world. But after a century of labour, 
Pretorius had perfected the process. 
 
 Victor, if only you could see the wonders I have 
wrought. If you had only had the courage to live and die 
and live again. 
 
 The crowd began to cheer. The subject was ascend-
ing a platform that had been erected to celebrate the new 
year, the first of a new century. A great canopy of red, 
blue, and white hung over the platform, keeping the light 
dusting of snow from falling on the assembled luminaries; 
the members of the Royal Family, the Prime Minster, the 
cabinet and other senior political figures. 
 
 The subject walked up the stairs from where her car-
riage had deposited her. She was more energetic and nim-
ble than she had been for years. Those in the crowd who 
were close to the platform would later say she had a youth-
ful glow about her, even though she was 81 years old.  
 
 Pretorius found himself experience an uncharacteris-
tic emotion; unease. The subject had performed well in pri-
vate; but how would she perform in public? 
 



 Will the masses sniff out the unnatural, like the 
beasts they are? Will they rise up to tear another one of 
my creations limb-from-limb?  
 
 Pretorius held his breath. 
 
 The Prime Minster approached a microphone con-
nected to one of the new loudspeaker systems being built 
by Thomas Edison’s company.  
 
 “Citizens of the Empire, the Queen has resolved to 
welcome this new century … this new British century … 
with you, her beloved subjects. I present to you, Her 
Majesty, The Queen.” 
 
 Queen Victoria approached the microphone stand. 
Although she had not been able to walk without some 
assistance for years, she did so now, her body suffused 
with unnatural vitality. She looked at the crowd, each 
person feeling as if they were the object of her gaze. For 
a moment, all was quiet. 
 
 “Loyal subjects of the Empire, with you, I wel-
come this new age, an Age of Britain Eternal.” 
 
 The people burst into applause. Pretorius grinned. 
Another successful experiment. I wonder how Britain 
Eternal will like an Eternal Queen? Still smiling, he 
turned and disappeared into the cheering masses. 

Artwork by Rose Campbell 

Trapped – Part two 

By Thea Gilchrist 

 

“Home now.” 

 

And off we went. We didn’t know it, but I was bleeding 

where Jerry stabbed me ... Until I stumbled and fell just 

inside the gate to the compound. Blood loss didn’t hap-

pen in walkers. But it did in living beings. And it hap-

pened to me. 

 

“Get her inside!” 

 

They literally dragged me inside to the medical area and 

Dale stitched up the wound. The needle pulling through 

my flesh didn’t hurt. And neither did Dale taking a sam-

ple of my blood for analysis. 

 

“Let her stay here so I can keep an eye on her.” 

 

Jake sat down and took my hand in his. 

 

“You okay Jake?” 

 

“No Dale, I’m not. Jerry betrayed us.” 

 

“Is that how this happened?” 

 

“Yes. But she killed him for it.” 

 

“How?” 

 

“Knife through the eye right to the brain.” 

 

“Good.” 

 

I felt okay. But I wound up closing my eyes. When I 

opened them again I could hear something. 

 

“What?” 

 

A finger on my lips kept me quiet. The sound got louder. 

And I forced myself up off the bed. Hands helped me 

stand and we moved quietly to the source. They’d come! 

I felt my hands clench into fists and I was filled with 

white hot rage. A tiny whisper sent me forward and a red 

haze clouded my vision. The first they knew of me being 

there was when I slammed into them at full speed and 

sent them sprawling. 

 

“What the hell?” 

 

Just like that they were tied up. 

 



“Seal that breach!” 

 

Pete led a crew to repair the hole. Dale pointed a shotgun at 

one of them. 

 

“How many more are there?” 

 

He refused to answer. 

 

“You talk or you bleed.” 

 

Then I moved so they could see me. 

 

“I hunger.” 

 

I still had the appearance of a walker. And it scared him in-

to talking. 

 

“There’s about a hundred or so a few days away. And 

enough walkers to kill everyone in here.” 

 

Jake gently moved me back a little and I let him. 

 

“Why here?” 

 

That was an easy one to answer. 

 

“You have electricity.” 

 

Which made us an appealing target. Without electricity no-

body could cook or store food. 

 

“Room for all.” 

 

They looked at me, looked around, and the speaker nodded. 

 

“There sure is.” 

 

Then he broke his oath to whoever was in charge. 

 

“Listen. I have an idea. But we’ll all have to work together 

or it won’t work.” 

 

He licked his lips before he went on. 

 

“We’re the bait. We’ll die to throw the walkers into a fren-

zy.” 

 

Jake shook his head. 

 

“And once we die, so do you. Then the rest of them come 

in, kill the walkers and take over.” 

 

I shook my head. It hurt to speak but it had to be said. 

 

“No dying. Walkers go, we live.” 

 

Alex handed me something and I ate it without hesitation. 

Chocolate! Oh the rush it gave me! 

 

“I think we’re on the same side here. Are you interested in 

helping us survive?” 

 

The speaker nodded eagerly. 

 

“We are. Untie me and we can talk strategy.” 

 

Jake motioned with his hand and Brad untied him. 

 

“Thank you. My name is Jacques.” 

 

“This way, Jacques.” 

 

Pete’s team stood guard over his cohorts as Jake, Dale and 

Jacques went to plan our survival. Me? I just stood there 

like a statue. Alex kept watch over me until they returned, 

feeding me bits of chocolate when I wanted them. 

 

“Never seen that before.” 

 

Pete only smiled. 

 

“She’s not normal.” 

 

Alex chuckled softly. When they came back, they were 

beaming. 

 

“What’s the word boss?” 

 

Jake’s response brought smiles to twenty tired faces. 

 

“Untie them. They’re on our side now.” 

 

Jacques gave me a thoughtful look. 

 

“You’re fighting it, aren’t you?” 

 

“Yes. Not easy.” 

 

“I can only imagine. What foods have you tried?” 

 

“Raw meat, cooked meat, potatoes, carrots, now chocolate.” 

 

“Any adverse reactions?” 

 

“Blood. Twice.” 

 

“Vomited?” 

 

“Yes.” 



 

And he took something out of his pack that gave Jake 

hope. 

 

“You have it!” 

 

“Yes. This was the last package of it.” 

 

Then he held it out to Jake. 

 

“One injection three times a day for a week. Don’t cross 

vials.” 

 

Meaning empty one vial first. Jake was sceptical. 

 

“Only 7 days? You sure that’s enough?” 

 

Jacques only smiled. 

 

“I am.” 

 

I turned slightly so he could see my face. 

 

“You designed it.” 

 

“Yes I did.” 

 

That was all Jake needed to hear. 

 

“What if it doesn’t work as intended?” 

 

Jacques turned to Alex. 

 

“Then you can throw me to the walkers.” 

 

Jake ahemed loudly. 

 

“We’ll worry about this after we stop those lunatics.” 

 

The vials were put in a safe place and I was put back in my 

cage. It was all part of the plan. 

 

“Ready?” 

 

“Ready!” 

 

When the walkers arrived, the place seemed deserted. The 

silence threw them off and they milled about aimlessly. 

Thirty walkers were no match for thirty skilled snipers. 

One after the other they fell with bullets fired from si-

lenced weapons lodged in their brains. 

 

“Did we get ‘em all?” 

 

“Yes. They only wanted 30, thought that’d be enough.” 

 

Jake nodded brusquely. 

 

“Get those bodies out of here.” 

 

Hours passed before anyone came to check on me. I stood 

quietly in the dark until I heard Jake’s voice. 

 

“You can come out now Lorelei.” 

 

Shuffling steps brought me forward but I stopped just shy 

of the gate. His face changed as he caught on and he threw 

a foot backward to catch the lone walker they’d missed 

square in the midsection. It fell backward and Jacques bur-

ied his knife in its brain. 

 

“Miscounted.” 

 

“No worries.” 

 

I came out and Jake put an arm around me. Jacques kept 

his voice low. 

 

“East side shows livestock. Do we bring it in?” 

 

Jake slapped his forehead. 

 

“Yes please.” 

 

Jacques waved to someone to bring in the livestock then 

turned to me. 

 

“Noise hurts, doesn’t it?” 

 

“Yes. Makes brain hurt.” 

 

He looked at Jake. 

 

“If we start now she’ll have a better chance at being cured. 

She’s gotten this far on her own.” 

 

Jake mused for a moment. 

 

“I’ll need three of your men to guard us while I treat her. 

There’s a few tricks inside this old building.” 

 

“Done.” 

 

One of the “tricks” turned out to be an underground labor-

atory. 

 

“Should we restrain her?” 

 

“Yes. She may try to lash out or escape.” 

 



I didn’t resist. They wanted to help me but they wanted 

themselves to be safe while they did it. Jake filled a sy-

ringe to the line marked on the barrel and slowly injected 

the serum. I felt woozy and my nerves felt like they were 

on fire. 

 

“Holy mother of Moses!” 

 

“What the hell?” 

 

Jake kept his cool, which wasn’t all that easy under the 

circumstances. 

 

“She might be further along than I thought!” 

 

“Should I get Jacques?” 

 

“No. He’s got other things to worry about.” 

 

He nodded and Jake continued to watch me. The burning 

sensation seemed to go on forever! Jacques came down to 

check on things and his men filled him in. He examined 

the syringe and the vial then looked at me. 

 

“So her skin turned a bright red, you say?” 

 

“Like the sun up close.” 

 

“Hmm ... I think you’re right Jake, she does seem closer to 

humanity than we first assumed.” 

 

“What do we do?” 

 

“Let her rest for tonight, then two doses tomorrow.” 

 

“You bet.” 

 

Alex brought food down for us, I was content to eat choc-

olate. The rush only stopped my wooziness. But it caught 

Jacques’ attention. 

 

“What is that?” 

 

“Plain milk chocolate.” 

 

And just like that I knew. 

 

“Sugar.” 

 

All at once the light came on. 

 

“That’s IT! She’s responding so fast because of the sugar 

in the chocolate!” 

 

His excitement was contagious. 

 

“She’s like a plant?” 

 

“In that one respect, yes.” 

 

Plants drew their energy from various sources but sugar 

water gave them a boost to help the growing process. 

 

“How do we know when to stop?” 

 

“When her skin stops turning red is my guess. I’ve never 

dealt with anyone like her before.” 

 

I felt light-headed again. My brain percolated again and 

told me “try breathing, you idiot!” Flashes of remem-

brance and for the first time since this nightmare began I 

started breathing. It wasn’t at all steady at first. But it fi-

nally straightened out around midnight. 

 

“Lorelei?” 

 

“Yes Jake?” 

 

“Are you feeling okay?” 

 

“Mildly dizzy but only when I forget to breathe.” 

 

He chuckled very quietly and held my hand as he went 

back to sleep. I knew the serum was working because it no 

longer hurt to talk. By the time the sun was all the way up, 

Jake and the others had all showered and eaten. Jacques 

came downstairs and quietly administered the dose Jake 

had measured out. 

 

“Hmm, we may need a new plan.” 

 

“Why?” 

 

“Because you’re red as an apple.” 

 

Jake came in and I spoke without thinking. 

 

“They’re coming!” 

 

“Yes.” 

 

I didn’t realize it until I’d started talking but I’d somehow 

taken command. 

 

“Jacques. Take half your men and go up top. Bows and 

crossbows only.” 

 

“Right.” 

 

“Jake. Go up, get Dale, have him take half the reserve and 



circle west. No guns.” 

 

Jake merely saluted. 

 

“Caroline.” 

 

“Yes.” 

 

“Get Brad, Alex and five more. They may know I’m 

here.” 

 

She caught on and her face and voice were grim. 

 

“They’ll have to go through us.” 

 

Jake touched her arm. 

 

“Bring guns down here just in case.” 

 

“Right.” 

 

And off they went. I felt no guilt, no remorse, no uncer-

tainty. All I felt was confidence. Even if we were outnum-

bered we’d go down fighting! Caroline’s team came back 

down and the wait began. It seemed interminable, but it 

wasn’t. Not even an hour had passed before we heard 

shouting. 

 

“What’s that?” 

 

Caroline managed a smile. 

 

“Arrow team one just let loose.” 

 

Jacques and his team up on the rooftop. There was more 

shouting, some screaming and lots of footsteps. A voice 

directly overhead. 

 

“Did we get ‘em all?” 

 

“Yeah I think so. Reclaim your ammo and go make sure. 

We don’t need any walkers.” 

 

We didn’t recognize any of the voices so we kept quiet. 

All we heard was footsteps. The silence became oppres-

sive after a while and Caroline dared to go up and take a 

look. She came back right away and didn’t say a word. 

Alex touched her shoulder then gave her a hug. She 

smiled and turned as the door above us clanked open. 

Guns were cocked and aimed just in case. And were low-

ered with huge sighs of relief when Jake came down to 

check on us. 

 

“All clear.” 

 

Brad went up to double check and Jake waited where he 

was. When Brad came back and nodded the others sighed 

in relief. Then they went up to help remove and burn the 

bodies. Jake came over to me and undid one of the re-

straints then put a knife in my hand. 

 

“What ...” 

 

He put a finger to my lips then lifted his shirt. There was a 

huge chunk of flesh missing from his ribcage! 

 

“How?” 

 

“They got Pete and he came back right away.” 

 

That wasn’t unheard of. And I knew what he wanted of 

me. But I couldn’t do it. 

 

“Jake ... I can’t.” 

 

“Why not?” 

 

“I can’t lift my arm that high. I’m still strapped down!” 

 

He’d lost a lot of blood but he had the strength to finish 

undoing the restraints. 

 

“Please. End it before it starts.” 

 

He was getting weaker. I led him to a couch nearby and 

sat on it, then had him lay his head on my lap. We sat 

there like that until his hand fell away and his eyes lost 

focus. I put my hand on his forehead and used the knife to 

make sure he couldn’t come back. Alex came down to get 

us and his face paled. 

 

“No.” 

 

“Yes. He begged me to.” 

 

“Why!?” 

 

I showed him the gaping wound and he sobbed behind his 

hand then lifted Jake so I could stand up. I left the knife 

on the couch. I didn’t want to look at it any more. Jacques 

came down with Brad and they took Jake upstairs. 

 

“I should go.” 

 

“Why? You didn’t do anything wrong.” 

 

“They won’t understand.” 

 

“You’re one of us now. They’ll understand.” 

 



And he led me upstairs. The silence was eerie and very 

unsettling. I saw Pete’s corpse and I knew. I didn’t stop. 

I kept going until I was staring at a sea of flames that 

that grew every time they added another body. Behind 

me ... 

 

“Is she okay?” 

 

“I don’t know.” 

 

“Should we bring her inside?” 

 

Footsteps crunched on the gravel and I felt a hand on 

my arm. 

 

“He’d want you inside.” 

 

“I can’t. He begged me to kill him. Said Pete bit him.” 

 

“Lorelei ... It’s true. I saw Pete come back. By the time I 

put Pete down for good, it was almost too late.” 

 

I turned to see Carla with tears in her eyes. 

 

“He said he was going to redeem himself for putting us 

all in danger.” 

 

“Danger he could have avoided by leaving me there.” 

 

“It would have found us anyway, so don’t you dare 

blame yourself. It’s the end of the world, Lorelei. Stand-

ard rules no longer apply.” 

 

Then she held out her hand, palm up. I hesitated, then I 

took it. She gave me a watery smile and we went back 

inside. Jake was gone, but his memory would live forev-

er. As long as I roam this earth I will always remember 

him and the kindness he showed me. Rest in peace Jake; 

until we meet again. 

 

Your friend, 

 

Lorelei 

Of Beasts and Kings 

By 

Tyger St. Germaine 

 

 A large growling beast, red in colour like the 

blood that dripped from his open maw, stood over the body of 

Jonathon the Quick. The blood was his and he was dying, 

done in by this massive dog like beast. He could feel his body 

start to grow cold. The beast used its sharp claws to gut Jona-

thon before tearing the wound deeper with its teeth. He could 

feel its oversized paws on his chest, crushing him, pinning 

him down with its own weight keeping Jonathon from escap-

ing. He knew there was no escape, not this time, even if he 

was able to knock the beast from on top of him, he wouldn’t 

get far. He was dying. He could feel the life leaving him, a life 

stolen by this savage monster. Its breath reeked of death of 

others devoured before, the countless souls fed upon to fuel its 

reign. It just didn’t come to end Jonathon but to end all of 

mankind; he could see it in its hate filled eyes. Packs of beasts 

just like it moving over the land like a raging fire leaving 

nothing but ruin in its passing. But now that he saw the truth 

there was nothing left for him. The beast then closed his 

mouth around Jonathon’s throat, ending his life. 

 

 Jonathon awoke in a cold sweat from an all-too 

real dream. His hand moved checking to see if his throat was 

still intact and his stomach was still in one piece. When he 

was satisfied that everything was as it should be Jonathon sat 

there in his bed going through moment by moment of his 

dream. He wanted to shake the horrors from it but something 

would not let him forget. What did it all mean? Never in his 

life had he witnessed his own end in such a gruesome manner. 

So terrifying was this dream it left him in a shocked and trem-

bling state. The sun was high in the sky when he finally man-

aged to compose himself. 

 

 In the realm of the five kings, Jonathon the Quick 

was one of the five. He was named for his remarkable and 

flawlessly quick reflexes that have served him well in battle. 

Not even the broadsword he wielded seemed to slow him 

down. He ruled the realm alongside Nikoli the Brawn, Olaf 

the Thirsty, Hugh the Hammer, and Kale the Banner. Each 

one held a trait that was theirs alone that earned them their 

name and title. Nikoli was a broad and muscular fighter 

whose only weapon was his own two hands. Olaf was a large 

fat man who loved to drink as much as he loved to fight. Hugh 

was as strong as he was silent, but when he did speak his 

words were as powerful as the hammer he wielded. And Kale, 

though the slimmest and smallest of the five, bore his king-

doms banner on his back where ever he went. Together they 



ruled the realm ensuring peace and justice for their people. 

 

 Such wealth always has an alluring aroma like 

finely cooked meat to the hungry. It was subtle at first, the 

weak, the young, and the frail would go missing. Some-

times a blood trail or a gnawed corpse would be found with 

no trace of the cause. Fear, and stories of monsters, started 

to spread like fire throughout the realm. It was no longer 

safe to be out at night or to travel alone. As more and more 

fell victim to this invisible threat no longer could the prob-

lem be ignored by the kings. If nothing was done there 

would be no kingdom left to rule. After meeting one night it 

was quickly decided that they would go out together and 

face down whatever it was that was preying upon their peo-

ple. There was little sleep to be had that night, the plight of 

the people weighed on their minds. The following day was 

spent preparing until nightfall. They then saddled their war-

horses and rode out into the dark. 

 

 They rode through the countryside for an hour 

using torches to light their way when the sound of loud 

chewing broke the silence of the night. After dismounting 

they walked slowly to the sound and were soon greeted with 

growling. They found the source of the sound as well as the 

trouble that fell upon the realm. Large dog like beasts red in 

colour, feeding upon a merchant caravan on its way to the 

city, savage scavengers. Dire Coyotes had found their way 

to the realm; twice the size of any wolf and far more cun-

ning. The five drew their weapons and leapt to battle while 

the pack was still feeding. They were fat with their recent 

kill which made them slow to fight back. Yelps and whines 

were the only sounds heard as they were slain by the five. 

To see Dire Coyotes come to their land was unsettling but 

not shocking, they were nomadic creatures going where the 

food was before moving on. Believing the job was done and 

the realm safe once more the five made their way back to 

their mounts for the journey home when a sudden sharp 

howl pierced the night’s silence. A howl that sent shivers 

throughout Jonathon. Together they turned their gaze to the 

sound on the horizon where they saw by the light of the 

moon a Dire Coyote standing on a rock not far from where 

they stood. There was a fire in the beast’s eyes and its coat 

was redder then red … like blood. Fear and panic gripped 

Jonathon as he stared at the beast that seemed to be staring 

into his soul. What he failed to notice was the pack that had 

gathered around them, the very size and numbers they held. 

They were surrounded and faced unspeakable odds, but all 

Jonathon could do was stare at this beast, the same beast 

that had haunted his dreams of late. 

 

 

 Fear quickly turned to anger and Jonathon tight-

ened his grip on his broadsword before crying out wordless-

ly and charging the blood red Dire Coyote. The Dire Coyote 

alpha howled before leaping at Jonathon signalling for the 

pack to attack. The kings raised their weapons striking at 

any and all Dire Coyotes that got close enough. Some man-

aged to slip through inflicting their own wounds to the 

kings. Their jaws were strong enough to pierce their armour 

that barely held up throughout the fight. Without it they 

would have easily been overwhelmed and ripped apart. 

Much like their warhorses were quickly taken down and 

eaten. The fight went on for hours and despite little hope for 

survival the kings remained standing by morning. They 

were hurt and bleeding and the remains of the pack sudden-

ly turned and fled. Seeing the Dire Coyotes run off with 

their tail between their legs made the victorious kings laugh 

and cry out in joy. That was before they realized they were 

only four. Franticly they searched the battle field and called 

out for Jonathon but no answer was heard. Jonathon’s 

broadsword was found first. It was embedded through the 

body of the blood red Dire Coyote alpha and into the 

ground. Its nerves twitched every now and then showing it 

died slow and painful. But where was Jonathon the Quick? 

His body was found not far away, but there wasn’t much 

left of him. His belly was sliced open and his throat torn 

out. He managed to stop the beast’s destruction of man but 

it cost him his own life. A fair trade Jonathon thought as life 

left him. 



The Whisper  
By  

Druscilla Morgan 
 
Morteus watched the boy carefully. He was small 

but sturdy, with short dark hair and pale, milky skin; a 
striking combination for a human, most of whom were 
insipid creatures. They may have one or two outstanding 
features, but the overall effect was one of stifling, beige 
mortality. But this boy … ah, he was different.  Morteus 
couldn’t see his eyes, but he knew what he would find 
there - deep, brown depths of knowing, aged beyond 
their years through many lifetimes.  

Morteus sighed. Finally he had found him; the Fall-
en One, the Chosen Vessel. 

None of this would be apparent to the people in the 
park where the boy played. To them, he was just another 
child enjoying the delights of the swings and slippery 
slide. In fact, none of the parents or children even 
glanced his way as he played by himself. He seemed to 
delight in the swings mostly. He pushed the weathered 
wooden seat higher and higher, as though willing it to 
fly. The rusted chains creaked dangerously and Morteus 
wondered for a moment whether they would snap, so 
great was the boy’s momentum. Did he have any sense 
of who he was? Did he know, somewhere deep in his 
ancient soul, that flight was as natural to him as breath-
ing? 

A sudden chill stirred the air. Morteus’s yellow eyes 
narrowed. They were near. Too near. He would have to 
act quickly if he was to claim the child. If the Renegades 
were to reach him before Morteus, the power which was 
meant to transform the world would be its destruction. 
Morteus had no great love for the mortals, but he had 
learned to live amongst them in a quiet, shadowy exist-
ence. He fed only when he needed to, which wasn’t of-
ten. He was well able to regenerate without blood. Mor-
teus had seen many lifetimes himself, during which he 
had availed himself of the arcane secrets that covered the 
centuries. Some of these  secrets were lost, hidden away 
from those who would seek to use them for their own 
advantage.  

The boy was one of these secrets. 
The chill deepened. Even the boy seemed to sense it. 

He slowed the swing to a stop and jumped off, raising a 
cloud of dust as his feet hit the ground. With a quick 
look around, he turned and started walking away towards 
the tree lined path where Morteus stood, barely discerni-
ble amongst the afternoon’s shadows. Morteus sent up a 
thankful prayer to the Ancients. They were with him in 
this quest. The existence of the Fallen depended on it. 
The child was closer now, almost within reach. Morteus 
stepped back further into the shadows. He couldn’t af-
ford to be seen yet. Not by the boy, not by the Rene-
gades.  

The boy walked past him, oblivious to Morteus’s 
camouflaged presence. Morteus waited for a moment 
then followed. At first he held back, keeping a few silent 
paces between them. The timing had to be right, but the 
cold dark chill that followed him warned Morteus that he 
had little time. He quickened his pace, then, in one swift 
movement, became one with the invisible air. Suddenly 
he could see the hairs on the back of the boy’s neck. The 
scent of innocent skin reached the Immortal’s sensitive 
nostrils, invading his jaded senses. It was maybe a little 

before the appointed time, but there was no time. Mor-
teus moved with the boy now, a dark shadow in his slip-
stream. He thought the child was still oblivious to his 
presence until the boy stopped and turned suddenly. Tak-
en by surprise, Morteus ducked behind the boy and melt-
ed into the shadows. Close. So close!   

The boy stood for a moment with a puzzled look, 
scanning the path he’d just travelled. Satisfied that there 
was no one there, he turned again and continued walk-
ing. He walked with the shuffle of a dreamer. Morteus 
settled behind him again, just above his shoulder. He 
bent and whispered in the child’s ear.  

“Azrael … .” 
It sounded like the whisper of the wind. The word 

drifted through the air, winding its way through the 
leaves and the grass. The air carried it aloft to the clouds, 
releasing it to the upper realms. There it resonated, 
awakening giants that had long slept. The boy stopped 
again. This time he didn’t turn around. Instead, he lis-
tened intently, head to one side. He had heard. Morpheus 
was sure that the Renegades had heard too. There was no 
more time to waste.  With another quick movement he 
morphed again, appearing in front of the boy, visible to 
none but him. The child stared at him with wide eyes. 
Again, the Immortal spoke. 

“Greetings Azrael, I am Morteus.”   
Still the child stared. For a moment, Morteus 

thought he’d got it wrong. Perhaps this wasn’t the child.  
But when the boy spoke, it was clear he had the right 
one. 

“Greetings  Morteus, Keeper of Souls. You’ve been 
a long time coming.” His voice sounded old. 

Morteus  stared hard at the boy. How did he know?  
He tried not to show his surprise, for surprise was meant 
to be his advantage, not the boy’s.   

“I’ve searched for a long time Azrael. You’ve been 
well hidden.” 

“So it had to be, Morteus, as you well know.” The 
child smiled. “But you’re here now. The dreams told me 
you were coming.” 

Morteus knelt before the old child and grasped his 
small shoulders, gazing at him intently.  

“What else did the dreams tell you, Azrael?” 
The boy stared at him solemnly.  
“They told me I have something you want. Y ou 

were in them. You told me.”  He paused, glancing be-
hind him, before continuing.  

“The dreams told me they want what I have too.” 
Morpheus looked behind the boy. A black, formless mist 
hovered above the path. The Renegades!  There was no 
more time. He gripped the boy’s shoulders even harder, 
making him wince.  

“Listen to me Azrael. You must trust me. You have 
to come with me.” He noticed the boy’s eyes cloud mo-
mentarily with doubt, perhaps even fear. He sought to 
reassure him.  

“I’m here to protect you Azrael. I’m here to take you 
home.” 

“I was going home when you stopped me”  
“Please Azrael, you have to come with me now! “  
He glanced back along the path behind the boy. The 

black cloud was thicker now, no longer formless. He 
could make them out amongst the dark mist; tall, hard 
figures that emerged and receded as the mist swirled 



around them. Morteus turned his attention back to the boy.  
“Azrael, the place you know as home is not where 

you belong. You’re real home is … ”  
Morteus stopped mid-sentence. How did he explain to 

this child that his true home was within the depths of 
Hades?  How could the child understand that his true 
mother was not the plump woman waiting for her son to 
return to a home cooked stew and a warm fire?  No, Az-
rael’s mother was the Immortal Nyx, Mistress of the 
Night, Bringer of Judgement. She knew men’s souls better 
than they knew them themselves. No matter how many 
lives Azrael birthed into, it still remained that he was 
spawned from the womb of Nyx. This was his legacy. 
This was his destiny.  

A low, dark rumble like thunder interrupted his 
thoughts. Morteus didn’t bother to look to the sky. It was-
n’t thunder. He knew they were almost upon them. The 
boy seemed to sense the danger too. He stared with wide, 
pleading eyes at Morteus, who gathered him quickly in his 
arms, tucking the child’s head into his bony shoulder. The 
rumble was becoming a low roar. 

“Hold on tight  Azrael.” Morteus raised his voice 
above the sound of approaching darkness. “Close your 
eyes and keep your head down!” 

“They want my gift, don’t they?” came a muffled 
voice from his shoulder. “They chase me in my dreams. 
They try to kill me to take it from me!!”  

 Morteus felt a slight dampness on his robe that he 
suspected were tears. There was no time for comfort now, 
it would have to wait. There was only time to escape, and 
maybe not even that. Holding Azrael close, Morteus 
closed his eyes and felt the power take over. The particles 
of his body shifted and danced, dissolving his form and 
the boy’s with him. Even as he began to transform, he 
could feel the cold breath of the Renegades upon them. 
Their angry roars rivalled the worst hounds of hell. He felt 
one grasp his arm and try to wrench the boy from him. 
Morteus held on even more tightly. If they got the boy, 
they would kill him and use his abilities to control the hu-
mans and destroy the Ancients. They would drain their 
mortal souls from their bodies of dust and feed on them, 
growing impossibly strong. They would be too strong for 
the Fallen to defeat. The doors to Hades would be locked 
and sealed and the key cast away for eternity. Mankind 
would be doomed and Morteus, the boy and all the Im-
mortals would be trapped forever in their damnation, nev-
er to know release. Everything they had fought for would 
be taken from them. Once more they would languish in 
chains, shamed before the Angels and the earth. 

The full strength of The Renegades was upon them 
now, pulling Morteus back through the ether with his pre-
cious burden. There hadn’t been enough time to complete 
the transformation. Morteus was weaker, not as quick. For 
the first time, he saw failure ahead, mocking him, damn-
ing him. 

The boy squirmed in his arms, struggling against the 
dark forces, against Morteus. The ancient Soul Keeper felt 
him slip from his grasp. All around them, a black vortex 
swirled and danced. Morteus fell to his knees. He couldn’t 
see. Black covered his eyes, filled his nostrils. He felt in-
vaded. He was lost. The boy was lost … all was lost! In 
that moment of despair, he raised his aching eyes to the 
most amazing sight.  

The boy stood between Morteus and the dark horde. 

He had the stance of a warrior, making his small body 
seem suddenly magnificent. A strange glow emanated 
from him, a light so strong that the dark cloud began to 
disintegrate before it. He was no longer a boy. He was Az-
rael, the Fallen One, Azrael, the Severer of Souls. As Mor-
teus watched, Azrael stretched out his hand toward the 
dark forms. There was a terrible howl, an orchestral ma-
noeuvre of pain. The black cloud seemed to waver before 
exploding into a cacophony of screams and wails. The 
vortex had turned into a tornado like ribbon. Azrael 
stretched out his arms and opened his mouth. The black 
tornado moved towards him, swirling into his mouth be-
tween his small, sharp teeth. It seemed endless. Morteus 
was frozen in terror and awe. As Azreal drank in the 
blackness, he seemed to grow before Morteus’ eyes. It was 
as though he passed through the stages of human develop-
ment in an instant, emerging as a shining young man, 
broad of shoulder, strong of jaw. His brown eyes seemed 
darker, clearer … like black ice. In that instant, Morteus 
knew he had witnessed something that others only talked 
about. Azrael, the Severer of men’s souls, had just taken 
the Renegades’ darkness into himself. This ancient child 
had devoured the forces of evil, growing strong on their 
power. Time stood still. Even the birds had fallen silent, as 
though the significance of the moment was known to 
them.  

Eventually the black tornado trickled to a thin stream, 
then nothing. Azrael remained still, arms outstretched. The 
light pouring from his now powerful body was blinding, 
forcing even Morteus to turn his eyes away. He knelt on 
the asphalt path, trying to absorb everything that had just 
happened.  

“Morteus!”   
A man’s voice interrupted his numb, confused state. 

Cautiously, the Soul Keeper raised his eyes.  Azrael tow-
ered above him, a golden, living statue. His black eyes 
bore through Morteus. Weakly, the Soul Keeper tried to 
raise himself from the ground but he could not! It was as 
though some invisible force held him down, subjugating 
him to this child/angel.   

“Azrael!  Surely the power of Nyx is powerful within 
you! In all the centuries of my wandering, I’ve seen noth-
ing of the like.”   

“And still you’ve seen nothing Morteus. Still you see 
nothing!” 

Morteus frowned, unsure of his meaning.  
“I’ve seen the powers of darkness destroyed and con-

sumed. That is something, Azrael!  But right now, we 
must return  to Nyx.”   

Azrael shook his head. 
“No Morteus, I will return to Nyx. You shall not!”  
“But it is my task, my quest!” Morteus protested. “I 

was brought to you for this purpose!”  
Azrael laughed, but there was no mirth.  
“It was I who brought you to me Morteus!  Do you 

still not understand?   How is it that the keeper of souls 
cannot peer into mine?”   

Azrael knelt down, his golden, glowing face close to 
Morteus. His black eyes held the Soul Keeper fast in their 
gaze. He raised a golden hand to the thin shoulder where, 
just moments before, he had hidden his childish tears. That 
was a lifetime ago, a childhood he was never destined to 
complete. 

“Morteus, you are the Keeper of men’s souls. You 



keep watch over them until their time has come. You hold with-
in you the entire power of humanity. Each inner, living being is 
under your care. But I, Azrael … I am the Severer of Souls” 

A horrible realisation began to dawn on Morteus.  
Azrael continued, in the same emotionless voice, slowly, as 

though talking to a young child or someone dim of wit.  
“So you see, Morteus, it is not I who has what you want. It 

is you who has what I want.” 
Morteus’s eyes widened in horror! The souls. He wanted 

the souls! 
Even as his mouth formed a silent NO! Morteus knew he 

was doomed. Azrael bent closer, covering the Soul Keeper’s 
open mouth with his own. It was a Judas kiss. Morteus felt as 
though his insides where being sucked out. Screams, thousands 
of screams as the souls were ripped from him. Azrael’s kiss of 
death raped him, tore into him and tormented every crevice. He 
felt the pain and fear of thousands of mortal souls as they 
drained out of his mouth and into Azrael’s. The sheer power of 
this inner tornado lifted Morteus and shook him like a rag doll. 
Just as he thought death would overtake him, Azreal released 
him. He fell to the ground and lay there, trembling and breath-
less. There was an emptiness inside that he could never have 
imagined. It was the emptiness of hell, of loneliness and doom.  

It was soulless.  
Azrael stood up, even taller than before. His eyes were blaz-

ing coals and his golden skin writhed with the agonised throes 
of those trapped within. It was a terrible sight, or would have 
been if Morteus could feel fear. Instead he lay still, without 
thought or emotion.  

Azrael stared down at the prone form of the Soul Keeper for 
a few moments.  

Foolish creature, to suppose that he, Azrael The Fallen 
One, would use his gift to save the mortals.  

That was the Keeper’s destiny, not his. With each soul Az-
rael severed and consumed, his power increased. Did he owe 
any of that power to Nyx? Did he owe any loyalty to the one 
who had cast him down time and time again, to suffer the miser-
ies and indignities of earth?  No! He owed her nothing but rebel-
lion and defeat. And defeat she would have. He would raise an 
army of souls, his souls now. Their hearts would beat with his 
dark heart, their minds would think his thoughts. Earth would be 
his, then Hades. Even the higher realms would fall and Azrael 
would take his rightful place above all. 

For the first time, the Fallen One smiled. With one last look 
at the empty Soul Keeper, he turned and, with measured steps, 
began to walk towards the East. 

Artwork by Keith Whittington 

A plague is sweeping the globe, the Infected lay 

waste to all in their path, in their desperate bid to 

satisfy the ravaging hunger that slowly eats away 

at them. A team of elite Soldiers run by the British 

Royal Family and aided by their compatriots from 

around the world, are all that stands between it 

and the complete annihilation of not only Great 

Britain but ultimately all mankind. Will they stem 

the tide of blood threatening to drown the world, 

or like every one else will they end up Designated 

Infected.  

 

http://www.amazon.com/Designated-Infected-

Book-1-ebook/dp/B00BQ1YI32/ 



From the book - Legends of the land of the Seven 

Kingdoms 

By George Van Sise 

 

The Executioners 

 

From the archives of Xanearth:  

Of time and circumstance there are many, and 

some, choosing not to heed the warnings of the past, burst 

forward like dumb beasts only to reap the consequences of 

their boldness. Two men, inflamed with their lust for 

treasure, seek a fate they never should have pursued, and 

by doing so they become, The Executioners. 

The frozen ground crunched under the gray wha-

houl skin boots of the two men as they made their way 

across the wind swept expanse and out onto another glit-

tering blue glacier that was punctuated with outcroppings 

of sharp black stone. The northern sun hung low over an-

cient Iozo as the two stopped for the second night. The icy 

sheet would occasionally groan and creak, but the travel-

ers paid it no mind, their focus was on the story that the 

bearded man in The Tipping Pail, the smoky old tavern in 

Aspir, the northernmost village of Thestarin, had told 

them. The patron’s eyes were bloodshot from months of 

drink, but nonetheless they were wide and terrified. Cau-

tiously he spoke of a monstrous creature that had devoured 

his entire party, then without warning he would jump to 

his feet screaming with spittle shooting out from his tooth-

less mouth, how he had found the treasure of Brim, the 

Once King of the known world in the days of Themla and 

Iozo. Falling silent he would descend once more into his 

pungent brew and rub the painful shoulder socket of his 

right arm which he claimed he lost in his confrontation 

with the Ice King. 

“We will kill the Beast and take the treasure of 

Brim for ourselves!” The two adventurers agreed. 

It had been difficult to arrange for a ship that 

would take them to the shore of Iozo, the icy northern con-

tinent of Xanearth, but the promise of a generous payment 

from an unknown source finally convinced the captain of 

the little ship Trittian, that the voyage would be worth-

while. Secretly the captain knew of the men’s plans, for 

the ravings of an old drunkard were hard not to hear in the 

tiny costal village, but he did not let on, rather he himself 

planned that if the men actually did find Brim’s treasure, 

then he would throw them overboard into the frigid depths 

and keep the riches for himself. Six weeks later on the 

third morning, the Trittian took harbor in a small rocky 

inlet that was relatively free of ice and faced northward 

across the flat blue expanse that Iozo was well known for, 

and there the two men laden with weapons and supplies 

prepared to disembark. 

“Eleven days we wait,” The large Captain directed 

gruffly, “on the twelfth day we set sail, be you with us or 

not, be that clear?” Nodding in acknowledgement the two 

treasure hunters climbed down to the waiting shore. 

Fearless due to their greed, the men found their 

path quickly as they pressed forward, camping at night on 

the ice sheet that moaned like some angry mythical Borog, 

at the same time the night sky above them, as clear as 

crystal, danced with the multi-colored streamers that some 

believed to be the ancient beings called the Imlis, trying to 

return to the land of men, having been exiled by the Crea-

tor in the days of the Firstland Faydor, but this was not 



their belief. 

The glacial expanse stretched ahead of the two as 

they began their third day and all the while the cracking 

and groaning continued. 

“Be you silent!” The black bearded man with the 

scar from forehead to throat roared at the ground below his 

feet. 

“Aye!” His companion heartily agreed. The second 

man possessed scarlet red hair and a long beard of the 

same color. In addition to their supplies, both men carried 

two swords and two axes each, all of razor sharpness. The 

red-haired man also carried a short crossbow and a quill of 

lethal metal darts. As they had agreed, they would find the 

Snow Serpent that the old drunkard described, slay it and 

find the lost fortune; simple enough so they thought. 

At the midday span there was a mighty shift in the 

slab of ice beneath their feet accompanied by a powerful 

cracking sound, instantly the two men took their guard and 

with the ring of metal against metal four glittering blades 

leapt into the light. The ice broke with a growl like thunder 

and springing up through a hole in the slab rose a great 

white creature with eyes the color of blood-red endrils and 

a long, pale, forked tongue that flicked like a dragon’s tail. 

Surely this was Sath the legendary Snow Serpent of 

ancient Iozo. The mythical beast stood three horses tall as 

it eyed them, a moment later it lunged at the man with the 

scar. Bellowing a curse and leaping sideways Scar barely 

escaped the razor-like teeth in the large gaping mouth as 

the monster tried to strike. His blade sliced through the air 

only to land a glancing blow causing no harm to the crea-

ture. Red-beard jumped forward and drove his first blade 

into the creature’s side causing the serpent to twist in pain. 

The long fangs snapped sending the scared man’s sword 

spinning off across the blue expanse, whereupon he quick-

ly drew his long axe and in a single motion sank it into the 

side of the serpent. The beast writhed and rose up even 

higher, towering above the bearded man who lunged for-

ward, driving both of his swords halfway into the scaled 

abdomen. Filthy green ooze squirted out in response to the 

wounding. The serpent jerked its body wrenching the 

weapons from the red-haired man’s grasp leaving them 

still wedged deeply in the thick skin. 

His companion, with blade and axe in hand, 

jumped around behind the triangular head and pierced the 

small spot at the base of the skull with his sword, then rais-

ing his axe high, he swung down swiftly and the weapon 

bit down hard allowing green blood to shoot out. The ser-

pent spun back around on itself dislodging the scared man 

who plunged to the ice dazed. For just a moment the snake 

paused observing the immobile man preparing to devour 

him, the large jaws loosened, opening widely as the tongue 

flicked from side to side. The mouth, lined with dozens of 

teeth like knife blades, moved into position at the scared 

man’s head, with that the tongue danced out to caress its 

prey who was just beginning to realize the danger that was 

enveloping him. 

A roaring howl erupted from the red-bearded 

man’s throat as he jumped astride the serpent’s neck 

swinging his axe wildly, striking the creature again and 

again where the first man had struck before. The monster’s 

eyes snapped open suddenly as the attacker drove his axe 

blade into the beast’s flesh as far as it would go. The dis-

traction was enough as Scar regained his feet and quickly 



reached for the pair of swords that were lodged in the ser-

pent’s abdomen. Grasping the hilts he plunged the full 

length of the blades the rest of the way into the monster’s 

body and struck a vital nerve. The snow serpent stiffened 

and a sudden glaze entered its eyes. Red-beard struck a 

final time and the monster dropped to the blood splattered 

blue ice. The light in the endril colored eyes dimmed and 

at last Sath was dead, brought to its end by the two execu-

tioners. 

When they were assured that the serpent had ex-

pired, the two men, coated in the monster’s green blood 

clapped each other on the back in congratulations and col-

lapsed in exhaustion. Sath the Snow Serpent was de-

stroyed. After determining that they possessed no serious 

injuries a black flask was brought out of the sack of sup-

plies and both men took heavy draughts of the powerful 

spirits contained within. They laughed in nervous reaction 

from their experience as they recounted the battle in de-

feating the legendary serpent. 

After resting they collected their weapons finding 

that only one sword and one axe were left undamaged, the 

pair of blades in the monster’s abdomen had broken in 

half when the body dropped to the ice and one axe was so 

deeply lodged in the neck bones of the creature that the 

two men found that it could not be removed. Apparently 

one sword and one axe must have remained beneath the 

corpse, for they were nowhere to be found, fortunately the 

red-haired man still possessed his crossbow. 

The scared man slid the remaining sword into the 

sheath on his back, and the bearded man clutched the re-

trieved axe tightly in his right hand as they took aim in a 

northeasterly direction. Approximating from the directions 

they had received from the one-armed man, they made off 

into the depths of the land of blue Dred-ice, their next 

stop, the tower of Brim and the fortune of a lifetime. 

The following day the two were nearly over-

whelmed by a ferocious snowstorm and had to hunker 

down in a snow den for a day and a half while they waited 

for the weather to clear, but soon they were on their way 

once again. 

“Hear that?” the scared man asked his fellow. 

“Aye,” Red-beard replied, “droogs!” To their 

northwestern side just out of bowshot a pack of the wild 

canines followed their course, changing direction as they 

changed direction but always remaining just beyond their 

reach. The wind became fierce on the fifth day causing the 

snow to drift into fantastic formations, still the two treas-

ure hunters pressed on. 

As their supplies dwindled the two men began to 

doubt their resolve, still they trudged onward. On the sixth 

day the wind died down and the sky cleared ahead of 

them. Magnificent snow drifts resembling the mighty sand 

dunes of the red desert in Tilomarr, lined the path that they 

now followed. The day was on the wane, it would be only 

a matter of spans before they would have to stop for the 

night, suddenly a piercing howl from behind demanded 

their attention. 

“There’s no protection here.” The red- bearded 

man growled in response to the droogs call. The scared 

man agreed with a quick nod of his head and the two rap-

idly increased their pace to a trot, searching for some out-

cropping in the black stone of the old continent that might 

provide haven in the event of the animals attack. Nearly 



two spans later when the twin moons of Eiif and Auga 

began to rise, they still had not found safety as they 

rounded a white dune only to find the flat blue expanse 

stretching before them once more, and in the distance a 

dense white fog blotted out the vista. 

A growl from behind caused them to turn on their 

heels, the droogs had approached. The scared man’s blade 

rang out and glittered in the late day light of the northern 

sun, three animals had dared to draw close and the lead 

animal paused for just a moment as it gazed on the shin-

ing metal, but then caution was gone and the three dashed 

forward. What happened next was a whirl of sword, axe 

blade, and black fur as the two adventurers took the attack 

to the wild droogs. The droogs were well known for their 

ferocity, as some of the high mountain towns of northern 

Thestarin could attest, but these animals of Iozo were at 

least twice the size and doubly as aggressive. In moments, 

amidst powerful yells and slavering growls it was over, 

with two animals dead and the third one running off. A 

quick bolt from the bearded man’s crossbow put an end to 

the droog’s flight with a final yelp. 

“There’s a finish to ya.” He cried out with his fist 

clench and brandishing it to the sky, the bearded man 

howled at the dead beasts a final time, “Yaaah.” His rev-

erie was cut short as a hand gripped his shoulder from 

behind. 

“Look man!” His scared companion bellowed as 

he turned him in the direction of the fog, “There, see it!” 

Pointing a blood stained hand that held a dripping sword 

toward the mist, a ruined tower suddenly made itself 

manifest, standing out like a lone tooth on a broken jaw-

bone positioned on the edge of a wide crevasse. 

“The tower of Brim!” the bearded man exclaimed, 

dropping his axe in astonishment. When the jolt had 

passed the two men stepped out onto the ice sheet that 

had been swept clean by the boreal winds and carefully 

worked their way toward the tower that appeared to be of 

the same black stone which made up the backbone of an-

cient Iozo. The tower, bathed in the reddish-silver light of 

the rising moons beckoned ominously to the two adven-

turers as they skittered across the ice. The crimson sun 

was setting, leaving the glow of the moons as their only 

illumination. 

“Be you willing to enter the tower at night?” The 

scared man inquired superstitiously of his companion. 

“Ney, I’ll not step foot into this tower before the 

break of dawn snaps the curse.” The red-bearded fellow 

whispered replying with wide eyes referring to the long 

held belief that to cross a tower’s threshold by night 

would bring it tumbling to the ground. The two warriors, 

in full agreement, moved closer to the black edifice and 

prepared to wait out the night in the moon shadow of the 

tower of Brim. The wind ceased and the sky emptied of 

clouds revealing a starkly beautiful starlit sky that was 

framed with the colorful streamers of celestial light. 

“The stars in their patterns look down upon us this 

night.” The scared treasure hunter noted watching the 

heavens. “See Tavarro the warrior and Zhana the eye, 

then over there is the mountain, the one named Gondora, 

and Yoggra the tree.” 

“Be it for better or for worse.” His red-bearded 

fellow confirmed with a suspicious growl as he spat on 



the ice. 

“Aye for better or worse.” The first agreed and 

with that the two hunkered down into their outer garments 

for warmth to cautiously await daybreak. 

By the time that the thin line of dawn creased the 

horizon, the two adventurers had risen and prepared to en-

ter the foreboding tower. The assaulting droogs had not 

returned and neither had the biting northern wind. 

The tower of Brim stood some five hundred paces 

ahead of them rising up out of the blue expanse and 

perched upon the edge of the gaping chasm that fell away 

behind it into a bottomless abyss. Clearly the tower was 

just the final remains of a once enormous structure now 

destroyed, perhaps by the wrath of some justified deity.  

As the two men drew closer they could discern that 

the tower was constructed of the same black stone that 

rose up in spine-like outcroppings through out the conti-

nent of Iozo, the back of which had crumbled into the 

great crevasse. 

“So the drunkard’s tale be true, the tower still 

stands.” The red-bearded man rumbled marveling to his 

companion. 

“Now let the rest of the madman’s ravings be true 

too.” The scared warrior added with a greedy grin clap-

ping his hands together and rubbing them one against the 

other.  

The blue expanse beneath their feet stretched for-

ward, right up to the steps of the tower and beyond, even 

covering the two large doors that stood waiting for the 

men. The distant sun crept slowly above the horizon as the 

pair gained the entrance and gingerly climbed the steps 

which were slick with the dreadful ice. 

Setting to work, each in turn began to hack at the 

blue shell relieving sharp azure chips of ice that shot off in 

every direction. Spans passed with little progress. Breath-

ing heavily the two men broke off in their efforts and 

leaned against the massive entrance. 

“There’s noaway were cutting through this thick 

hide!” The fellow with the red beard growled in distress. 

“We must find another way in.” the second grunt-

ed, dropping his weapon to the ground which immediately 

slid down two steps, halting only when it lodged against a 

greater outcropping of ice. “War if there’s more than one 

way in?” he added questioningly. 

“There better be,” the scared man hissed, “or we 

spend the night on the ice again.” Their need was great, 

only a few spans remained before nightfall would overtake 

them once more. Sheathing their weapons the brave men 

began a careful exploration of the exterior of the remain-

ing structure. 

Moving to their left they soon found the remains of 

a staircase set into the ground that hugged the circumfer-

ence of the massive tower and slowly descended toward 

the back which then fell away into the misty abyss. Each 

step was fraught with peril as they made their way over the 

blue coating. 

Before a span could pass they reached the preci-

pice. Securing themselves by digging in with their weap-

ons and tying off with strong avarsilk rope, the two took 

turns looking over the enormous edge that seemed to drop 

away to the very center of the world. Mist, in strange    



otherworldly formations writhed its way up from the fath-

omless depths like imprisoned beings tormented with the 

knowledge of their crimes from ages past when Iozo was a 

world lush, green, and full of promise. But then Brim, the 

Once King of all Themla and Lemorda, in his greed, chose 

to hide his vast fortune somewhere on the innocent land as 

ancient texts revealed. 

Persuaded by his daughter Penesath, he called up-

on the Deciever Gorlon for aid, who in turn sent His curs-

ed followers, the Four, creatures doomed by the Light for 

all eternity for their evil, who awaiting the final purging in 

the last age. 

The Four helped King Brim, but then he angered 

them so that they cursed the King and his venomous 

daughter, dooming the land of Iozo forever. Upon their 

cursing, a great storm consumed Iozo and covered it in the 

blue Dred-ice skin as a warning to all who should chal-

lenge the power of Gorlon. Nearly forgotten stories of the 

Lost Lands of Xanearth, told the tale of Brim. 

“Lord of Light!” the scared man exclaimed looking 

downward, “Never in my days have I seen such as this, 

NEVER!” 

“See here!” The bearded man cried, pulling the 

other back. “There.” He pointed with a stiff finger at an 

opening in the tower’s side just above their heads; no 

doubt the gap was caused a thousand spans ago by the col-

lapse. The access, about two horses high, could be reached 

with some ingenuity. After securing an axe to a thin 

avarsilk rope then coupled with a swift toss, the adventur-

ers were able to place the weapon securely into the open-

ing. 

Attempting to scale the wall, the two found them-

selves dangling precariously above the giant crevasse sur-

rounded by curling vapors from the deep. Slowly, one at a 

time with a steady grip, they made their way hand over 

hand up the side and into the black foreboding aperture. 

Once within the confines of the darkened chamber 

the two discovered their eyes slowly adapting to the lim-

ited light. Gradually they found the room to be completely 

devoid of contents; even the ever present icy covering was 

not evident within the room. 

“Whar of this?” the bearded fellow growled. “The 

one-armed man lied! 

“Let us enter further,” His scared companion add-

ed, “Mayhaps the treasure lies within.” After striking a 

firestick whose flame would last for nearly four spans, and 

without making a sound, the two cautiously passed 

through the empty room which of itself was larger than the 

Tipping Pail Tavern, and found a high archway at the far 

end which allowed them entrance into another enormous 

but empty room. Disturbed by their passage, tiny dust par-

ticles frozen with age rose up in small plumes and danced 

around their booted feet. The silence of the empty tower 

lay heavily upon them like a thick horse blanket; only the 

boreal wind dared whisper here and that in even the most 

restrained tones. 

Continuing in the direction in which they thought 

the sealed entrance to be, the two treasure seekers passed 

from one empty chamber to another through a succession 

of ancient archways decorated with some archaic script 

which only hinted at the true evil that the tower contained. 

After nearly three spans the two came upon a large 



door made of a dark metal they could not identify. In a 

band a hands width wide that followed the outer edge 

there were decorations in a blazing crimson color consist-

ing of detailed scrolling and emboldened with depictions 

of unimaginable beasts. The door itself being twice as 

large as either of the men was marked with an alphabet 

that neither of them had ever seen before at what would 

have normally been eye height, had they been able to stand 

before it. 

“This be it, I feel it!” the bearded man whispered 

through his teeth, barely able to contain his excitement. 

“Be you silent,” the scared man commanded whis-

pering in return, “a bedeviled lair this no doubt is, and I’ll 

not disturb the evil things that sleep here.” After stating 

his mind he extended his right hand slowly to grasp the 

lever that certainly was the latch, positioned just above his 

head. Even through his whahoul skin glove the bitter cold 

of the handle penetrated with a stinging numbness. With a 

stiff groan the latch gave, allowing the dark metal panel to 

move inward with a pained cry. 

Holding his firestick aloft the scared man crossed 

the threshold, the stick sputtered momentarily as if fearful 

of the forward motion. The  red-bearded fellow stepped in 

behind him, at which time the two gasped as one. Re-

vealed in the firestick’s dwindling light lay a grand cham-

ber, indistinct windows dotted the far wall indicating that 

night had fallen. Suddenly the firestick failed and the room 

was plunged into darkness, a few moments passed as the 

scared man struck the end of another and it flared to life, 

brighter than the first, and quickly found a place to wedge 

the base between a seem in the blackstone wall. 

“By my eyes I’ve never seen so much loot!” the 

red-bearded fellow choked. Displayed for their sight only, 

was the treasure chamber of the Once King, Brim. Caution 

was abandoned as the two adventurers plunged forward. 

“OOOH HOOO!” They both exclaimed joyously. 

Revealed in the flaring light of the burning firestick were 

riches beyond their comprehension. Brilliant helmets of 

golden amazure glittered in the light as well as dazzling 

jewels that littered the floor in every conceivable hue, 

clear dicrons, blood red endrils, smoky amber irazen, and 

azure blue landrells. 

Enormous axes, and war hammers crafted from a 

black metal they had never seen before were placed on 

stands made of the same material. Swords along with 

shields and battle dress were forged from shiny silvery 

zilimar decorated with fine amazure scrolling depicting all 

manner of scenes and creatures. 

Gleaming zilimar helmets encrusted with star 

shaped stones of a deep yellow tone lay like children’s 

toys randomly tossed about upon the floor. In a rack 

against the nearest wall stood more black metal swords 

inlaid with an ancient script. Shining goblets, sword belts 

with dangling scabbards, and large battle-scythes all made 

of zilimar along with chests of precious stones were in 

every corner, lined up and stacked from floor to the high 

ceiling. Decorations of great antiquity draped the walls 

which only added to the extraordinary character of the 

treasure chamber. Not since the days of Thimeric, first 

king of Lemorda, had so much wealth been in one place; 

surely no prize had ever been removed from this secret 

fortress. For all of its fantastic wealth the entire room, like 

the rest of cursed Iozo, was dressed in the blue Dred-ice. 



All at once the bearded man grabbed the shoulder 

of the other and silently pointed to the far side of the 

chamber. In the blazing light of the firestick they could 

make out a huge throne of amazure and zilimar that re-

flected in the light, and seated upon it was a large figure; 

for a certainty this was the Ice King himself. 

“Brim.” The scared man whispered. Cautiously 

they made their way across the treasure laden surface to-

ward the frozen monarch who was no doubt twice the size 

of the largest man. Beneath the coat of blue ice that cov-

ered even the dead king, the intruders could see he was 

clothed in fine garments of some unfamiliar red and purple 

cloth. The skin of the Ice King’s face was shriveled and 

drawn back revealing his teeth with lips that seemed to 

sneer at the intruders. Wide open black eyes glittered in 

the torch light like glowing spheres staring out sightlessly 

as if looking to some far off point. Upon the monarch’s 

chest there lay a linked chain of the utmost devising made 

of pure silver mwilmar, certainly more valuable then all of 

the amazure and zilimar in the room, and dangling from 

the most precious chain there rested a large gem of deep 

green facets, a roolic, the rarest gem in all of Xanearth. 

Besides its incomparable value the jewel possessed by 

Brim was told to be imbued with limitless power.  

The treasurer hunters were forewarned about 

touching the mystic gem upon the dead monarch’s chest 

from the ravings of the drunken man; still the roolic pulled 

the two thieves forward like a drawstone. 

“No’ah man don’t touch it, remember the warn-

ing!” the red-bearded fellow cautioned, “It’s accursed.” 

Attempting to turn their eyes away from the Heart 

of the Ice King they instead decided to gather up as much 

as they could drag in a large avarsilk sheet from their sup-

plies, but the Ice King would not part with his treasure so 

easily, after chopping at the dreadful ice for near half a 

span in an effort to relieve some prize, and without any 

success at all, they collapsed in frustration. Once more the 

rare gem pulled at the scared man’s senses. 

“I’ll not leave this place without something!” he 

cursed and spat, and with that his decision was made, he 

would have the roolic no matter what the cost. 

“What be you doin’?” the man with the red beard 

asked superstitiously. Raising a broken wooden shaft Scar 

approached King Brim. Standing before the large figure he 

eyed the corpse. An eerie chill swept over him but he 

could not be sure if it was from some hidden fear or the 

anticipation of gaining the most valued ornament. Casting 

aside the sensation he raised the point of the wooden shaft 

and plunged it into the coating surrounding the green gem. 

A hollow sound met their ears as he hammered at the chest 

of the Ice King again and again; slowly the prize came 

free from the blue grasp. 

“No I tell ya, we canno take his heart.” Red beard 

continued to insist, fearing the dead body; but the warning 

was too late as the scared man lifted the glittering trophy 

from the Ice King’s chest. In the glow of the firestick the 

jewel appeared to come alive, with every facet taking and 

reflecting the light, sending sparkling beams about the 

room, and was even reflected in the black eyes of the long 

deceased monarch. 

“Now I have a treasure!” The scared fellow gloat-

ed, holding the precious stone aloft. 



“Nay man,” The red-bearded man warrior growled, 

“there’s things to fear here, you knowa the tale.” 

“This tomb is as dead as it is cold.” Scar said confi-

dently, “take what you want, but this one is mine.” With 

that he held it high once more and the roolic seemed to 

glow from some deep inner point. 

He took a step to the side in order to examine his 

treasure more closely in the light when suddenly his boot 

caught on an icy helmet twisting his foot causing him to 

pivot and drop to the littered floor suddenly placing him 

only an arms length away from an open box made from 

solid amazure. Looking in to see its contents his eyes went 

wide as he recognized what he was looking at. There be-

fore him, neatly stacked in the golden amazure box, were 

at least half a dozen human arms. 

“Gorlon’s Blood! Gorlon’s Blood! ARMS!” The 

scared one cursed in fearful disgust spitting venomously 

and jumping to his feet once more. “The old drunkard told 

the truth, we must go, we must go now!”  

The firestick suddenly sputtered winking out and 

with that the treasure chamber was drenched in darkness. 

Having dropped his pack previously, the scared man could 

no longer find it in order to light another firestick. Full 

night covered the land outside allowing only the occasion-

al ray of moonlight to gain entrance to Brim’s treasure 

chamber. In time their eyes began to adapt to the lack of 

light. 

The intermittent moonlight displayed a changing 

scene; first there was the Ice King sitting upon his throne, 

and then an instant later it appeared as if the king’s head 

turned to gaze in their direction, the red-bearded man 

gasped involuntarily as darkness again took command and 

his heart began to pound, within a moment the sound of 

creaking and cracking ice overtook their ears. Was the 

tower finally collapsing into the abyss at last? Their eyes 

desperately tried to penetrate the blackness that surrounded 

them. Without warning the strange gem in the thief’s hand 

began to burn with a hungry sensation, trying to ignore the 

feeling he caught sight of something in the darkness. 

“What is it man,” the scared man asked desperately 

of the other, “what do you see?” 

“It looks like black beads, shiny blac . . .” Sudden 

realization came crashing in upon him as he understood, 

“BRIM’S EYES!” he screamed in absolute terror, where-

upon a sudden splash of moonlight spilled into the cham-

ber and for an instant the room was aglow. Struck with 

fear the two men could not move, there standing barely six 

arm lengths before them was a tall figure shrouded in a 

slick coating of blue ice, the Ice King was alive! The fro-

zen monarch thereby stretched out his left arm and his 

hand snapped open like a large claw. 

Regaining their senses the two scrambled over the 

icy treasures in an effort to escape, the two men involun-

tarily dropped their weapons which, upon striking the 

floor, were instantly covered with Dred-ice as if a living 

thing had overtaken them. 

The Ice King reached down with his right hand and 

relieved a large weapon from the floor. Then in a smooth 

sweeping motion, the King’s arm delivered a slow power-

ful swing and Brim hurled a double sized axe of a gleam-

ing dark blue metal at the two which rotated through the 

air in a rapid arc. The blade hissed as it flew slicing a 



glancing blow alongside the scared man’s head removing 

his ear in an instant, whereupon the man howled in pain, 

convulsively dropping the Ice King’s Heart. His compan-

ion quickly snatched the roolic up. 

“Let us flee!” Red beard screamed, as a second 

whirling weapon whistled past him by a hair’s breath 

creasing his neck, leaving a scarlet thread of blood. 

The mighty blade firmly impacted the closed en-

trance doors like thunder rupturing the thick layer of ice 

that formerly held it shut causing the panels to snap open 

wildly. With that the Ice King drew a long sword of black 

metal which rang out with an evil hiss. In a heartbeat the 

red-bearded man drew his crossbow and launched three 

razor-sharp bolts at the Ice King. The powerful projectiles 

struck Brim’s chest with a sound like that of a blunt arrow 

into a log of dead wood, lingering for only an instant be-

fore falling impotently to the floor. 

With ponderous, purposeful steps the Ice King 

quickly approached the two men, in his right hand the 

deadly blade, and all the while his left hand was extended 

in a claw-like fashion eager to retrieve his heart, the spar-

kling green roolic. 

“For the Light’s sake drop it!” Scar shrieked, but 

it was too late and Brim’s hand snapped out and grasped 

the bearded man’s hand which held the green gem, at 

which he gave it a sharp twist and the Ice King wrested the 

man’s hand from his arm. Red-beard emitted a piercing 

scream. 

Forgetting all hopes of treasure, the scared man 

grabbed the other’s collar and yanked him toward the now 

opened entrance. The two injured men tumbled out of the 

tower down the icy steps and out onto the fresh snow be-

yond. They heard heavy footsteps behind them as they 

scrambled up trying to regain their feet, then the massive 

door slammed shut. 

Dizzy with pain, Red-beard drove his bleeding 

stump into the folds of his thick coat trying to stop his 

blood loss and turned to face his companion who gave him 

a grim nod of his head. 

Cold, and beaten, the two aimed themselves in the 

direction they believed they had come from and began 

their journey back to the boat. Though the executioners 

had vanquished the snow serpent their challenge against 

the Ice King had been fruitless resulting in their nearly los-

ing their lives. 

For two straight days they pressed forward without 

fully knowing why, their experience with Brim seemed to 

drive them as a herder would drive a flock, then after three 

days they came upon the dead snow serpent. 

Though they could not identify the reason, they felt 

as if something was different, now there were unusual 

marks in the snow like rippling waves where there had 

been none before; and the opening in the ice seemed so 

much larger than previously; with effort they tried to force 

the feeling down. 

Wanting to have at least something to show for 

their efforts they at last dislodged the axe from the crea-

ture’s neck and by taking turns; Red Beard doing the best 

he could with one hand, the exhausted men cut through the 

neck with loud hacking sounds until they finally decapitat-

ed the monster. The beast’s head was nearly as large as a 

horse, and between the two of them they began to drag 



their trophy across the blue expanse. 

Night fell as they continued toward the boat; be-

fore long they began to hear strange sounds. Deep groan-

ings and sorrowful creakings in the ice beneath their feet 

grew louder and closer with every passing span. 

“Gorlon’s Blood, we should no’ah taken the ac-

cursed beast’s head,” Red-beard swore, “Leave it behind 

this is no’ah good!”  

“I’ll die before I leave this behind!” Scar growled 

to the other. 

“Then die.” Red Beard cursed again, dropping the 

pull line and turning to run. After considering for a mo-

ment the scared man finally dropped his line also and took 

up in the others footsteps as snow began to fall heavily. 

The two ran as an unreasoning fear consumed their imagi-

nations.  

“There, there it is!” Cried the one to the other, 

“The boat.” In the hazy snow filled distance in the early 

dawn light they could see the outline of the Trittian. With-

out warning the ground beneath their feet began to buckle 

and tear. 

Suddenly up through the ice burst an enormous 

creature as tall as the ships main mast. It was Sath the true 

snow serpent, ten times the size of the other! Huge eyes 

like blood red endrils gazed at them with a maternal 

vengeance. Paralyzed with fear they instantly realized that 

the creature they killed was but an infant, the beast they 

executed was only its young. Huge jaws dropped opened 

to devour them and the two men screamed as one. 

At that very moment a man on the Trittian bolted 

straight up in his bunk and to his fellow said, “Did you 

hear that? It sounded like screaming.” 

“Nahhh, don’t fear man,” the other replied groggi-

ly, “it’s just this accursed wind, go back to sleep.” 

In a time thereafter a man haggard and worn ar-

rived on the north shore of Thestarin and found himself in 

the tiny seaport of Kitok, there to sit in a tavern filled with 

acrid smoke and the smells of cooked fish, swilling what-

ever vile brew patrons would buy him for a chance to hear 

a wild tale. 

The man perhaps a former warrior, wore the re-

mains of a torn beard the color of blood and rust and his 

flesh was covered with a multitude of marks from some 

horrific encounter, but this man was no longer the combat-

ant, for his eyes bulged wide with remembered terror as he 

related his experience. When asked how he survived he 

first would jabber excitedly flailing his arms, cursing ada-

mantly; only moments later to fall deathly silent, and with 

glazed eyes stare off into the hearthfire. 

Unceasingly he filled his tortured soul with spirits 

and would rub the stump on his right arm where his hand 

had been and tell all who would listen of Brim’s Eyes, 

thereupon to pass into unconsciousness. 



Flight of the Demeter 
By 

Jeff Durkin 
 
————————————— 
“…In the waning days of the 19th Century, as Thomas Edi-
son’s Contragravity Engine opened up the planets of the 
Solar System to human exploration, commerce followed. 
Privately owned cargo and passenger ships plied the space 
ways in ever increasing numbers. The Great Age of Solar 
Discovery was giving way to its logical successor; the age 
of Solar Trade and Industry.” 
        A Brief History of 
the Early Space Age 
       By H. G. Wells 
       Bingham Press, 
London, 1926 
————————————— 
 
Captain’s Log, SS Demeter, 6 July 1893. 
Cargo loading completed at the port of Varna. Cargo con-
sists of material for the Austro-Hungarian agricultural col-
ony at Princess Gisela Land, including 100 sacks of seeds 
of various types, 20 crates of farm implements, five steam 
tractors and 20 boxes of experimental earth. Port Master 
Laszlo Kurvich approved lift off at 1245 pm. Lift-off ac-
complished without problems. Chief Engineer Rustoff re-
ports contra-gravity engine operating at normal efficiency. 
 
Captain’s Log, SS Demeter, 8 July 1893. 
Wireless contact made with Russian Lunar colony of Kate-
rinaberg and permission granted for trans-solar flight. Nav-
igator Daweson reports navigation computation engine set 
for maximum efficiency flight to Mars.  
 
Captain’s Log, SS Demeter, 10 July 1893. 
Warrant Officer Lundo reported an odd “sound” from the 
secondary cargo hold. Lundo reported a scratching, like 
metal on metal. A subsequent inspection of the hold by 
myself and an engineering team found nothing out of the 
ordinary. However, Lundo is an experienced spacer. I have 
instructed engineer Rustoff to perform periodic checks of 
hull integrity until we can make planetfall on Mars. 
 
Captain’s Log, SS Demeter, 13 July 1893.  
Warrant Officer Lundo is missing. He was not at his post 
when Shipman Second Class Kharnov reported to the 
bridge to relieve him from watch. Kharnov informed me 
that he was missing from his post. A subsequent search of 
all crew accessible areas of the ship has turned up no sign 
of Lundo. I have ordered Engineer Rustoff to don a pres-
sure suit and conduct a search of all other areas of the ship. 
 
Addendum: Rustoff was unable to find any sign of Lundo; 
however, Engineer Neumann reports that oxygen reserves 
are 1% below expected levels. Rustoff suggested that this 
may be due to the airlock being used. If so, Lundo must 
have ejected himself from the ship. This is the only possi-
ble explanation. 
 
Captain’s Log, SS Demeter, 15 July 1893. 
Shipman First Class Arkin is missing. His absence was dis-
covered when he failed to report for breakfast duty at 1430, 
London time. A search of the ship, both accessible and in-
accessible areas revealed nothing. Oxygen reserve are de-

pleted by 1% again. It is clear that either Lundo and Arkin 
committed suicide by ejecting themselves or that one of 
their crewmates murdered them. I have consulted with En-
gineer Second Class Hockbader, who also serves as ship’s 
medical officer. While only speculating, he believes this 
could be the effect of some non-terrestrial disease contract-
ed during the Demeter’s previous voyage to Venus. Both 
Lundo and Arkin served on that voyage, as did most of the 
other crewmen. If this is true, if some disease is causing 
either suicidal or homicidal behaviour, we will have to ar-
rive at Mars as quickly as possible. I have ordered Chief 
Engineer Rustoff to increase contra-gravity output to 
100%. Although this may cause damage to the engine, we 
need to reduce flight time as much as possible. 
 
Captain’s Log, SS Demeter, 18 July 1893. 
Much has happened. The body of Engineer Second Class 
Turkmen has been discovered. He was assigned to conduct 
a hull integrity check in the main cargo hold. When he 
failed to report to Chief Engineer Rustoff with his findings, 
Rustoff and Engineer First Class Danilov proceeded to the 
cargo hold. There, they found Turkmen, dead. I have had 
Engineer Second Class Hockbader perform an examination 
of the  body. I will append his summary: 
 
“I have conducted an examination of the corpse of Engi-
neer Anatoly Turkmen. His skin displays a pallid colora-
tion, unnatural to his living state. He does not display signs 
of rigor mortis, his limbs remaining supple. There is light 
bruising about the neck and shoulders, although this is the 
only sign of violence. Without a proper examination in a 
hospital setting, it is impossible to determine cause of 
death, although disease remains a possibility.” 
 
I have ordered crewmen to remain in groups. As of now, I 
have 12 men remaining. 
 
Captain’s Log, SS Demeter, 20 July 1893. 
Rustoff is dead. Johann Rustoff served with distinction his 
entire life, first with the Russian Navy, then the Russian 
Extra-Planetary Task Force and, finally, as Chief Engineer 
of this ship. He was found in the corridor between engi-
neering and the cargo hold. Why he was there alone, I 
don’t know. He was not the kind of man to disobey orders. 
His body displays the same condition as Turkmen’s. I am 
afraid we may not live long enough to reach Mars. I have 
had Radioman Beecher attempt communications with 
Mars, but Sun activity is disrupting wireless signals. 
     
Captain’s Log, SS Demeter, 21 July 1893.  
Beecher is gone. Oxygen levels down; another use of the 
airlock. I am convinced that something is on-board my 
ship. I have had remaining crewman form into 5-man 
teams and equipped them from the ships arms locker. I will 
lead one team, Shipman First Class Wallerstein will lead 
the other. We will conduct another search of the ship. We 
have to find what is killing us. 
 
Captain’s Log, SS Demeter, 22 July 1893.  
Wallerstein is dead, as are his men. Bodies found strewn 
about engineering. Signs of violence, horrible violence. 
Firearms were found discharged.  
 
Hockbader was with them, so I have no medical officer to 
provide a report. However, any thoughts of a disease or 



human malady have been wiped away. No disease can 
crush a man’s chest or rip an arm from its root. There is 
something inhuman murdering my men. 
 
Captain’s Log, SS Demeter, 23 July 1893.  
If you find this, know that I have failed. As a captain, I 
have failed to protect my men and ship. As a man, I have 
failed to show courage in the face of evil. That is the on-
ly way to describe what is happening; something evil, 
something monstrous is among us. After finding Waller-
stein and his men dead, I had ordered my remaining 
crewmen to gather supplies and meet me on the bridge. 
We would barricade ourselves there until we reached 
Mars. I proceeded to the bridge to begin lowering bulk-
heads across the ship, to impede whatever it is that is 
attacking us. 
 
Upon arriving in the bridge, I immediately heard the 
chime of the intercom. It was Navigator Daweson. He 
was shouting that they were under attack. Before I could 
respond, there was a horrible scream, then silence. I have 
never heard such a sound before; even while fighting 
against the Turks, seeing men in the most horrible states 
of disfigurement and pain possible, such a sound as I 
heard had never issued from a human throat. 
 
I immediately lowered all the bulkheads and locked the 
hatch to the bridge. To my shame, some of my men may 
have been alive. But after the bulkheads were in place, 
there was no hope for them of reaching me. 
 
Now, I can hear a steadily growing thudding. According 
to the indicator panels, it can only be sound of the bulk-
heads being destroyed, one by one, as whatever it is that 
is out there draws closer to the bridge. It is still 5 days 
until Mars. I will not be able to survive. However, I may 
be able to destroy the monster. When it breaches the 
bridge hatch, I will discharge my gun into the main view 
port. Let’s see how well this fiend deals with the vacuum 
of space. 
 
This is Captain Mikonos Durscher, SS Demeter. May 
God have mercy on my soul. 
 

# 
 
Accident Report, Captain Richard Boone, 23rd Regi-
ment of Foot, Assigned Victoria City, Mars. 
 
The SS Demeter, a Bulgarian licensed cargo vessel, en-
tered Martian orbit on 28 July 1893 at 0345, London 
Time. Attempts to contact the ship via wireless were 
fruitless (see attached report from Victoria City Space 
Traffic Centre for details),  The Demeter entered Mar-
tian atmosphere at a high rate of speed and impacted on 
the Martian surface at 0352, London Time. Impact site is 
36 kilometres north of Victoria City, near the South Po-
lar Canal.  
 
Two companies of the 23rd Regiment, commanded by 
this officer, were dispatched to conduct rescue opera-
tions. Upon arriving at the crash site, it was clear that the 
vessel had impacted at an oblique angle. The ship’s star-
board hull was ruptured, exposing the interior.  

 
Two platoons of the 23rd, led by Lieutenant Paul For-
rester, Royal Engineers, entered the Demeter to search 
for survivors. Although the force of impact seemed to 
rule out survivors, one was found, Count Vladimir 
Drakul. 
 
Count Drakul is a Romanian national, who claims to be 
here as part of an Austro-Hungarian agricultural mission. 
Count Drakul testified that the Captain of the ship ap-
peared to be suffering from some sort of homicidal de-
mentia and killed a number of crewmen. Count Drakul 
further attests that he locked himself in his quarters for 
approximately 9 days and is unaware of what transpired 
on the ship from that point until the impact. I have at-
tached his full testimony, as well as the ship’s log to this 
report. Unfortunately, the log is in what the Count iden-
tified as Bulgarian, a language which neither I nor any of 
the men under my command can read.  
 
The Count’s papers are in order and the Regiment will 
provide transportation for the Count and 20 boxes of soil 
from Earth to Victoria City. The Foreign Ministry has 
agreed to facilitate the Count’s transportation to the Aus-
tro-Hungarian colony of Princess Gisela Land. Salvage 
operations conducted under the command of Lieutenant 
Forrester have determined that the Demeter is a com-
plete wreck. The matter of its final disposition will be 
turned over to the Colonial Administration’s Maritime 
Office. 
 
Addendum 

 

Captain Surgeon Richard Barlow reports that two 

men have come down with an unknown illness. They are 

exhibiting signs of fatigue, pallor and anaemia. Surgeon 

Barlow also reports they have developed small lesions on 

the neck. Upon returning to Victoria City, I will have these 

men quarantined. Hopefully, this is not some new Martian 

disease. 



From the book: Struggle For Meldorn 

 

by Margaret Carruthers 

 

CHAPTER 2 

 

The two men sit by the fire and gaze into the dancing 

flames. They both wear linen shirts beneath jerkins and 

trousers of hide that they tuck into leather boots. Each 

wears a black woollen cloak over their clothing. 

One of the men, Veldros, rises to his feet and stretching 

his slender frame runs his fingers through his fair hair. He, 

being the older of the two men always takes control much 

to the annoyance of his slightly stouter red-haired friend 

Sulmak. 

* * * * *  

Their friendship having lasted since they were children. 

When Veldros was younger his mother had been ill for 

some time; he was just eight when she died. His father, 

depressed by her death took to drinking so Sulmak’s 

mother took it upon herself to make sure that Veldros at 

least ate well and attended school regularly. Over the 

years he and Sulmak had grown close, like brothers, so 

when the wizard Pelnor contacted him with regard to a 

task he needed done Veldros accepted for both of them. 

The money wasn’t much but it would see them through 

the next few weeks. 

* * * * *  

Veldros gazes at the sky and then shaking his friend’s 

shoulder. “We’ve still around three hours of daylight left, 

time to go. I don’t relish the thought of searching for the 

place in the dark shivers and glancing round. “We could 

camp here tonight and leave in the morning. The wind is 

bitter besides the horse will be fresher.” 

Shaking his head Veldros answers. “No my friend I don’t 

think so. If possible I want to reach our destination before 

sundown. I would like to complete our business quickly 

and with luck be well on our way back to Kelos before 

morning.” 

“It will take us at least two days to return to Kelos so just 

how do you suggest we keep our captive quiet?” 

“The answer to your question is here. If the young lady 

tries to attract attention a whiff of the powder in this bag 

will send her into dreamland. As the return journey will 

take just a couple of days and with the chance of meeting 

anyone on the journey virtually nil it won’t make any dif-

ference.”  Veldros replies nonchalantly as he pulls his 

cloak aside revealing a small pouch that hanging from his 

belt.  

“So that’s what you and the old fellow were doing in his 

study.”  Sulmak says chuckling as he stood. “Did Pelnor 

tell you what he wants her for?” 

“Whatever his intentions are they aren’t our concern. 

Pelnor has already paid us half the agreed fee so we don’t 

have the right to question his motives. If you’ve any 

doubts about this venture you should tell me now. If not, 

this foolishness must end!”  We’ve wasted enough time 

here, besides it’s getting late and we should make a 

move,” Veldros retorted. “Go and fetch the horses.” 

“I’m just curious, he is after all a sorcerer and everyone 

knows that they use virgins in their rituals.”  Pulling his 

cloak around his stocky body Sulmak stalks off to fetch 

the horses. 

Veldros watches as his friend walk away then he returns 

to the fire and kicking dirt over it smothers the flames af-

ter Veldros has put the fire out he crosses to where their 

gear is stowed and begins to tidy away their belongings.  

After Sulmak returns with the horses the two men saddle, 

load their packs and mount. “With the possibility of pur-

suit I believe it to be a good idea if we travel at a slower 

pace, after all the last thing we need, will be tired mounts. 

At the most we will have a few hours respite before the 

household wakes and finds the lady gone. The more miles 

we put between ourselves and her folk the better. So far 

we have lucky.  Our route through the forest has been 

good but we have no way of knowing what the terrain 

would be like further on,” Veldros says. 

* * * * * 

Having travelled a few miles further Veldros stops and 

turns to Sulmak. “I think we should make for the road we 

are nearing Balzia’s house, it would be easier.”  Reaching 

into his jerkin Veldros draws out a piece of parchment and 

showing it Sulmak says. “See, if we head for the road we 

will come out near this bridge the house should be a little 

further on.” 

Sulmak nods his head and replies. “We should reach the 

house before dusk.” 

“I hope so,” Veldros says as he slips the piece of parch-

ment back inside his jerkin, urging his horse forward. 

* * * * *  

It took them half an hour to finally reach the road and 

could now pick up their pace a little. Feeling his mount 

stumble Veldros dismounts and calls to Sulmak. “What 

happened?” Sulmak asks anxiously. 

“My horse caught his hoof in a hole. It might be better to 

slow down a little.” 



* * * * *  

They soon reach the bridge where they find the going bet-

ter and so are able to increase theirs peed again. 

Having been on the road for a while, Sulmak glances 

warily at the trees that border both sides of the road. “I 

hope we reach the house before dusk?” 

Veldros glances at the sky. “Oh I imagine so. I doubt the 

house is much further. The map old Pelnor gave me 

shows the house standing on a rise in a large clearing, see 

the ground is rising and the trees are beginning to thin 

over to the left there. When we reach the house if you 

wait outside with the horses I’ll enter seize the woman 

and then we can backtrack to the road. Hopefully after a 

few hours we will be far enough away to rest. Then in the 

morning when the household wakes and finds the woman 

gone I want to be miles from here.” 

“Ok, that should work.” 

Veldros slowed his horse. “It may be wise if we leave the 

road and approach the house from this side.”  With 

Veldros in the lead the two men dismount and lead their 

horse into the trees. Suddenly the trees open up and be-

fore them lay a large clearing. This grants them a view of 

the house partially hidden by a few trees and shrubs. It is 

a large house built of fine white stone with ivy climbing 

up the walls. A red stone chimney with eight small black 

stacks sits on the right of the black slate roof. The clear-

ing is dotted with a variety of tiny coloured flowers. 

They stop at the edge of the forest and glance around, 

Veldros indicates a small clump of trees a short distance 

from the house saying. “That looks a likely place for you 

to wait. The house is isolated so there’s no risk of discov-

ery. Balzia and his daughter live with two servants, 

though sometimes they do have visitors. As my intention 

is to wait until sundown before entering the house I see 

no danger.” 

“I realise that but it only needs someone to be in the 

wrong place at the wrong time and there could be trouble. 

If we escape at all it’ll be empty-handed then what will 

you tell our esteemed employer,” Sulmak retorts. 

Veldros hands his horse’s reins to his friend and cautious-

ly heads for the house. Sulmak watches his friend for a 

few minutes before he heads for the trees indicated earlier 

by Veldros. 

It takes Veldros about ten minutes to cover the distance 

between the house and the forest. As he works his way 

round the walls Veldros examines every window until he 

finds one unlatched. Then he moves to the corner of the 

house and glancing over at Sulmak he waves to try and 

catch Sulmak’s attention. Sulmak waves back to indicate 

that he has seen him. Returning to the window Veldros 

sits on the grass to wait until darkness falls. 

* * * * *  

As the sun finally sets Veldros glances round to check 

that no one is about and quickly slips in through the win-

dow where he finds himself in a small room that looks 

like a laundry room. From the dim light Veldros can just 

make out the door. Carefully he crosses the room and 

reaches out with his hand to grab the handle of the door. 

Pulling it open he peers out and finds to his good fortune 

the way deserted. 

Warily Veldros ventures out and finds a grand staircase 

sweeping up to the next level. Slowly he makes his way 

to the foot of the staircase and swiftly makes his way up 

to the next floor. Veldros sighs as he counts the rooms 

leading off the corridor on both sides. 

Listening at the first door he hears someone snoring so 

moves onto the next, this is unoccupied but as he nears 

the third door he hears a woman’s voice. Slowly drawing 

his knife he moves to the side of the door and waits with 

his back against the wall. 

The door opens and a young woman emerges. Veldros 

moves forward and seizes her and covering her mouth 

with his hand he raises his blade to her throat as he forces 

her back into the room. “Scream and she dies!” he hisses. 

The other woman backs away from the door. 

Releasing the woman, Veldros motions with his knife. 

“Move to the bed, both of you!”  Veldros watches the 

women move back into the room and sit on the bed. They 

glance at each other and then one of the women asks ten-

tatively. “What do you want?” 

Veldros joins them by the bed and bends over one of the 

women. Slipping his hand under her hair and catches it 

and slowly pulls her head back until she moans in pain. 

“Which of you is the daughter of Balzia?” he asks as he 

lets her long black hair slide through his fingers. 

“I am,” the other girl tells him boldly lifting her head and 

looking him straight in the eye. 

He gazes at the girl for a minute or two. Then he turns 

back to the dark-haired woman. “And you are going to 

tell me that you are also she. No my pretties I see I shall 

have to take you both. You!” He says as he motions to the 

woman who had spoken. “I need some rope.” 

“We don’t have any.” She informs him. 

“Ok some ribbon or belts anything I can use to tie you 

hands.” 

She crosses to the dresser by the window and draws out 

two silk scarves from a small drawer. “Will these do?” 

“They’ll have to, bind her writs behind her back,” he or-

ders pointing to the dark-haired. 

She crosses to her friend and binds her wrists. Examining 



the knots he nods with satisfaction. “Good, I’m glad 

you’re being sensible.”  He pushes the knife into his belt 

and turns her. Roughly he seizes her wrists and after tying 

them tries the knots before letting her go. 

Veldros glances round the room and spies two cloaks 

where they lay across a chair. He then moves to the chair 

and gathers them over his arm. After he returns to the 

women he drapes a cloak around the shoulders of each girl 

and fastens a clasp at the throat of each. “I promise not to 

gag you unless you make trouble.” 

Veldros catches the arm of the woman nearest him and 

propels her towards the door. Then drawing his knife he 

motions the other woman to follow him then releases the 

woman he holds and opens the door. “Out both of you!” 

He again seizes the woman and presses the blade against 

her throat. “Remember no noise or else.”  Carefully he 

pushes the blade into his belt and draws the key from in-

side the door and after locking the door slips the key into 

his pocket this he intends to dispose of later.  

Pulling the knife from his belt he prods one of the women 

in the back and slipping his arm around the waist of the 

other forcing them both to move. 

There is very little light as they cautiously make their way 

to the top of the stairs. After she feels a jab in the back the 

leading girl carefully sidesteps until she can feel the banis-

ter with her arm. Panic seizes her as she feels the touch of 

cold steel against her throat, the hand holding the knife 

resting on her shoulder. Warily the trio make their way 

down the stairs. 

Safely at the bottom of the stairs he forces them across to 

the floor until they reach the small room by which his had 

entered. After his pushes the knife well down into his belt 

he opens the door and ushers them into the room beyond. 

Gently closing the door with his foot he urges the women 

forward he pulls out his knife and steers them over to the 

window. 

Veldros raises his hand to his mouth and whistles. Within 

minutes a man appears. “Give us no trouble and we won’t 

harm you,” Veldros warns them. Carefully he lifts first 

one then the other over the ledge and hands them to Sul-

mak. As Sulmak takes charge of them he mouths two to 

which Veldros shrugs his shoulders. After a few minutes 

Veldros joins them. 

The two young men unceremoniously throw the women 

over the backs of the horses and leap up behind them. 

They gather their reins in one hand and hold their captives 

with the other; after they turn their mounts they spur them 

back down the hill. 

Veldros is ecstatic. They have done it: everything has 

gone according to plan. He glances down at the young 

woman in front of him and wonders. What will we do 

with the other one?  He shakes his head and thinks. 

Pelnor will have to make that decision when they return to 

Kelos. 



Demon Moon Chapter one,  

by  

Stacey Welsh 

 

1. 

The trio of wood elves walked with care and rever-

ence through the forest. The light from the noonday sun 

dappled upon their leather armour and woven cloaks. The 

scent of decaying autumn leaves and pure water from the 

steam nearby mixed with the musky smell of the Great 

White Stag who stepped out proudly before them. 

The three elves stopped and bowed to him, he in 

turn lowered his great velvety antlered head in greeting. 

"Greetings, Queen Andaris." He softly intoned, his 

voice as the wind, and filled with the wisdom of the earth. 

"Greetings to you, Great Stag.” She said, bowing 

gracefully to the woodland sprit. “We come to negotiate 

the terms of this year's hunting grounds." The hooded el-

ven queen said bowing in deference to the great animal 

before her. The stag nodded his head and struck his hoof 

upon the ground three times, the thick scrub around them 

closing in creating a dense thicket. 

"Let us begin!" He said, and they began their nego-

tiations, as had the keepers of lore, and the hunt masters of 

many generations before them. 

Hours passed and the thicket returned to its former 

state. The trio of elves said their farewells to the great 

creature and began their journey back to Greenheart. An-

daris spoke quietly to get two companions, preparing plans 

for the pre-winter hunts in which her people would stock-

pile food for winter.  

There were several wood elf villages within the 

great woodland heart, and the people in the king's small 

tree city of Greenheart would be put to use as soon as they 

returned. The Great White Stag had given them leave to 

hunt several older bucks, and does who could no longer 

bear young, and preparations would need to be made. 

 They were a few miles away from Greenheart and 

walking into the sunset when Danris looked up, white 

flakes were slowly drifting down from the tops of the 

trees. 

"Oh look," he said, holding his hand out to catch 

the delicate flakes, "it’s snowing, but it doesn't seem that 

cold." 

Mallyndyr, the Royal lore master and the eldest of 

the three looked up, and then looked to the direction of the 

city. In the distance where the sun had set, there was an 

ominous red glow 

"That is not snow youngling, that is ash. Our fire 

wards must have failed, for our Greenheart is burning!" 

Andaris was the first to break into a desperate run, her be-

loved king Sanrin and their son Sandyr were within the 

gates of the city,  

Danris and Mallyndyr followed quickly, the older 

elf showing himself to be quite capable of keeping up with 

the two younger ones. 

At the edge of the tree city, Andaris came to a 

skidding halt, burnt leaves and ash skittering before her 

leather boots. Before her, standing upon the council circle, 

stood a greater demon. He was almost elven in appear-

ance, yet he towered above the tallest elf by a head.  

Dark hair spread across his shoulders and the hot 

wind blew the strands about his face, upon his brow two 

dark horns shone with the crimson blood of the slain. His 

muscles were gleaming with the blood of the slain, which 

had been piled at his feet, and in his black clawed hands 

was the bloodied and still breathing form of her husband. 

The demon smiled sadistically and with a great force, 

ripped the king of the wood elves in half. The demon le-

gion surrounding him screamed with joy and victory as 

their king was splattered in the warm blood of the slain 

elf. 

He turned his attention to his creatures, the red riv-

ulets of blood streaming down his physique.  

"This realm shall be mine, elves, humans, dwarves, 

nymphs, all shall bow before me, for I am Darnithur, king 

of the demon realm. Redemption will soon be at hand!" 

the howls of his army redoubled in force. 

Mallyndyr and Danris ran forward and pulled An-

daris back; the motion threw her hood back from her head 

and revealed her elven beauty to the monster before her. 

Darnithur’s eyes widened and he tossed the two halves of 

the dead elf king aside, he moved forward and reached out 

to her. 

“The time of the Prophecy is at hand, the wood elf 

queen has presented herself to me to take her place by my 

side as my queen.” He declared. Moving closer to Andar-

is, he grinned, sharp, white teeth contrasting with the red 

of the elf blood that streamed down his face. His intent to 

take the queen was clear. 

Mallyndyr instantly saw the danger and grabbed 



Andaris and Danris, shouting an incantation as he pulled 

them away.  

"Iores incadrinatro stonnis!" And with a pop the 

trio vanished.  

The demon king roared in anger, he turned to his 

creatures,  

“By my words, I’ll have my queen and she will 

bear my son by the rise of the Demon Moon!” his army 

shouted and stamped their feet in unison.  

Darnithur reached down and took the elf king’s 

crown from his brow and threw it to his general as a spoil 

of war. He then gave his minions leave to loot what re-

mained of the elven city. Soon there was nothing left of 

Greenheart but ash and the husks of burnt trees. 

A wind blew amongst the charred ruins of Stone-

ward, the nearest elf town from Greenheart. The ashen re-

mains of the townsfolk were disturbed by the sudden ap-

pearance of the three elves.  

Andaris collapsed to the scorched earth, shaking 

and sobbing. Mallyndyr took stock of the destruction 

around them. In his heart, he knew that the other towns of 

their nation would be in a similar state, help would need to 

be sought with the other elven nations, or even the hu-

mans, dwarves and nymphs. Danris held the shaking 

queen, having helped her to her feet.  

"Mallyndyr," he said softly, “where are we to go?" 

Mallyndyr turned slowly back to the youngling. He 

was tired and weary from casting his transportation magic 

and the horrors of witnessing the destruction and death of 

his king and homeland at the hand of the demon horde. 

Yet it had now fallen to him to care for the queen and the 

hunt-master, he could not afford to face the horrors he had 

just witnessed, not until they were both safe. He sighed, 

thinking quickly where the nearest town would be. 

"The human city of Tallan, there we shall take 

stock and send messages to our elven cousins, the king 

there shall grant us asylum." He looked about him again, 

"Let me take care of the queen, go and see if you can sal-

vage anything." Danris nodded and set about his grim task 

as Mallyndyr comforted the distraught queen.  

The young queen had been in his care from when 

she was still a new-born, and in the eighty years that he 

had known her, he had watched her grow from a bandy-

legged cheeky child to a tall and graceful elven beauty. 

She had been chosen by the wood elf king from amongst 

several suitors, and theirs had been a marriage of love and 

devotion. 

She had previously been apprenticed to the lore 

master; her ability to communicate with animals was dis-

covered early and was a desired trait amongst the lore 

keepers and hunt masters 

Mallyndyr held his queen and gently stroked her 

hair, they rested amongst the ruins of the town, gathering 

strength for the journey to Tallan. 

Sky Ocean 

By 

Tyger St. Germaine 

 

 Sky. Its endless blue is like an ocean of air. All 

around, waves of wind blow sending the clouds to 

float by. They swirl and stretch until they fade away 

to nothing while others bubble up to the surface, 

taking form much like foam on the water. The sky 

mimics the water locking the two in a never ending 

dance of swirling and churning. In their wake they 

bring life in one wave and destruction with another. 

When at peace the sky can bring reflection of a soul 

like the water reflects the image of its gazer. In an 

instant the calm clear sky is shattered and tears 

open with pouring waters and violent winds. The 

winds will continue to howl and blow until its pow-

er is depleted, leaving behind destruction that can 

be forged into new life. 



From the book: Quest for Knowledge 

Volume 1 of the FirstWorld Saga 

By Christopher Jackson-Ash 

 

FirstWorld is at the centre of the multiverse and it is under 

threat. If the Balance tips entirely to Chaos then time will 

end. A Hero is needed and the Hero needs a powerful 

Sword, perhaps the most powerful weapon in the multi-

verse. An inexperienced young man, Simon Redhead, is 

saved from nuclear annihilation in Melbourne 2043 and 

reluctantly pressed into service. Will he accept the fate 

that his genes dictate, retrieve his sword and adopt the role 

of killing machine to aid his new friends? Or, will he find 

sanctuary and peace in the past with a Palaeolithic tribe? 

Who is the evil wizard Weylyn the Wolf working for and 

why does his master want time to end? Will Simon Red-

head embrace the role of Everlasting Hero and become the 

saviour of not only his friends but the entire multiverse? 

And if he does, what will it cost him? 

 

Foreword 

The device on the table looked for all the world like a 

soothsayer’s crystal ball. The cloaked old man with flow-

ing white hair and matching beard would have looked like 

everyone’s favourite soothsayer were it not for his eyes. 

Coal black pupils floated in a sea of blood. They were 

locked in an unblinking stare into the heart of the ball. His 

hands were fixed on either side of the object, as if they 

were glued there. The veins in his neck pulsed in purple 

profusion and his brow was creased in fierce concentra-

tion. 

Whether he heard the communication via his ears or 

whether it was spoken directly into his mind, he didn’t 

know. The voice boomed and resonated in his skull. It was 

deep and old and seemed to carry an authority and purpose 

that sapped his will to gainsay it. 

“Somewhere in the multiverse, a child has been born. I can 

feel him everywhere, but I cannot locate him. He has been 

born in many dimensions but only one of him will rise to 

challenge me. He will appear to be weak but he will be 

able to wield the Sword. He is Gilgamesh reborn.” It 

sounded like he spat at the name of the ancient Hero. 

“Like the one who came before, he cannot destroy me but 

the Sword can inflict terrible wounds. I would not like to 

feel it again.” 

The listener felt incredible pain as if his head were going 

to explode. He would have removed his hands from the 

ball, but he had no will of his own left. 

“You must find him and destroy him. Our enemies will 

seek him too. They would have him become their Hero. 

The Sword has been lost for many ages. Seek it out and 

you will be handsomely rewarded. Fail me and I will de-

stroy you.” 

The old man was flung backwards from the ball, blue 

flashes of electricity jolting from his hands to the crystal. 

He finished up in a crumpled heap on the floor. He took 

his time to stand and brush himself down. He covered the 

strange device with a black cloth and let out a deep breath. 

“I will serve you as long as it suits my plans. Elannort 

though, will be all mine.” He let out a low growl, which 

sounded more like a dog than a man. 

 

 

Book 1 The Search for a Legend 

In which Simon Redhead discovers some strange facts 

about himself and the history of FirstWorld. 

 

“When the two who are one 

Return to the sun 

When the flame-haired child 

Is first become 

While the guardians sleep 

Humankind will weep.” 

Ancient Prophecy 

 

 

Revelation 

 

Melbourne, Republic of Australasia 

5th February 2043 

At first light, the Jihad armies of Islam swept across the 

southern borders of Europe and Central Asia. Italy, 

Greece, Turkey, Afghanistan, Uzbekistan, and Kazakhstan 

bore the brunt of the first attacks. Within hours, thousands 

of square miles of territory were in enemy hands. 

Simon Redhead stumbled out of bed, oblivious to the 

world's impending doom, and observed himself in the 

bathroom mirror. Not a pretty sight, he thought. Pale green 

eyes stared back at him from a drawn and puffy face that 

showed all the symptoms of lack of sleep. I must get a 

haircut. His orange shoulder length hair hung in long, 

lank strands, in desperate need of a wash. 

His thoughts returned, as they often did, to the childhood 

taunts and the way his ‘mother’ would soothe his anguish. 



She was all he had had in the world. His stepfather, or ra-

ther his mother's husband, had run off with a ballet teacher 

when he was six. Simon couldn't remember much about 

him, and didn't want to. The bastard! 

Simon emphasised his thoughts with an open handed 

smack that shook the mirror. The outburst released some 

of his pent‑up anger, but it did nothing for his frustration. 

He ached for love and companionship. Not for the first 

time recently, he decided to give the first lecture a miss, 

and went back to bed. He let his mind wander through a 

favourite fantasy, involving a fellow student in his class. 

The feel of Julia’s soft body in his arms; the smell of her 

perfume; the taste of her kisses; finally exploring a wom-

an’s body. He was just reaching the part where he re-

moved her panties, when his body beat his mind to the fin-

ish. The physical relief eased the ache in his body, but did 

little for the anguish in his heart. Damn, wish I could last 

longer. How will I ever satisfy a woman? I may never get 

the chance to try. 

In his melancholy, his thoughts returned to the funeral just 

three years before and the two strangers who had haunted 

his dreams ever since. 

**** 

Simon Redhead slumped on his bed, crumpling his newly 

pressed best suit, his only suit. He tried to distract himself 

by listening to the modern history module he had received 

on his E-Pod. It played on the view screen that made up 

one entire wall of his room, but he closed his eyes and let 

the words wash over him. He should really concentrate, 

because he had to pass the general part of his degree be-

fore he could begin to study his chosen subject, medicine. 

The speaker droned on and Simon’s thoughts continued to 

wander. Some people now had their E-Pods implanted in 

their bodies, so they would never leave home without 

them. You couldn’t exist in society without your E-Pod. 

You couldn’t even take a train or buy a simuburger, so it 

made sense. Simon wondered whether he should have it 

done. Some words in the monologue from the screen 

snapped Simon back to attention. 

“The decade was given the name the terrible teens. It be-

gan with the great global depression that lasted until 2017, 

which threw millions of people worldwide into unemploy-

ment and poverty. In module seventeen, we will study the 

causes of the depression. Its results however are consid-

ered by many to have saved humankind from extinction. 

The climate change tipping point had almost been reached. 

The balance almost tipped into total chaos.” 

The words made Simon shudder. His dreams flashed viv-

idly into his mind. He had been having the dreams as long 

as he could remember. As a small child, his mother had 

taken him to see a psychiatrist, so worried had she been 

about his nightmares. Despite all of his probing, the doctor 

had been unable to find the underlying cause of the prob-

lem. Eventually, Simon had managed to control his fear. 

The dreams had never gone away, though he had led his 

mother to believe they no longer troubled him. 

Simon sobbed and wiped a tear from his cheek. Despite 

her not being his real mother, she had loved him as if he 

were her own flesh and blood. The last few months of her 

suffering had been terrible. It had reinforced his desire to 

study medicine and to make a difference. In the end, de-

spite the black void it had left in his guts, he felt it was a 

blessing that she had taken the euthanasia option and end-

ed her agony. 

“Australia was badly affected by climate change. Drought, 

firestorms, cyclones, and floods ravaged the continent. An-

other type of flood, refugees from the now submerged Pa-

cific Islands and Bangladesh, threatened to overwhelm so-

ciety. It was only with the election of the first Green gov-

ernment in 2022 that a political solution to the problems 

facing the country was finally grasped. Along with like-

minded governments in the rest of the developed world, 

they finally provided the leadership necessary to make 

people realise that their materialistic life-style was unsus-

tainable. They led society to find a new balance.” 

There was that word again. The one that he heard repeat-

edly in his dreams: balance. Except that in his dreams, it 

somehow had more importance. It was The Balance. Si-

mon didn’t like to think of himself as a wimp, but there 

was no doubt he was a quiet and gentle character. As a 

small boy, he remembered breaking down in inconsolable 

grief when he had found a dead bird on the side of the 

road. When his school friends captured flies and removed 

their wings, he would cringe and look away, riven with 

horror. 

Yet in his dreams, Simon killed; not birds and flies but 

people. Hundreds of thousands of people died at his hands, 

so that his pale skin was stained red with their blood. The 

same colour as the ruby, which had been burned into his 

mind by the nightly visions. It called to him, promising 

him that he would unlock a missing part of himself if he 

would only come and find his true destiny. There was a 

sword too. It was a big jet-black broad sword and it was 

the cause of all the bloodshed. In reality, Simon could 

barely swing a golf club, even a left-handed one. In his 

nightmares, he wielded the black sword and scythed down 

his enemies as if it were second nature to him. This was 

the one thing that frightened him more than anything else. 

He so desperately wanted to take the Hippocratic Oath and 

do no harm, yet every night he seemed to enjoy bringing 

death to his seemingly innocent victims. 

A knock on the door brought him back to reality. The door 

opened and Uncle Jack poked his head in. “It’s time to go, 

Simon. Are you ready?” 



How can you ever be ready for your mother’s funeral? 

Nevertheless, he stood up, looked in the mirror and 

brushed down his suit. It hung off his skinny beanpole 

frame in ripples of black crinkles. His pale, almost white 

complexion matched his shirt and was a total contrast to 

the suit. However, his shoulder length hair dominated the 

impression, as it always did because of its bright orange 

colour. It had earned him so many unpleasant nicknames 

during his school days: ‘carrot top,’ ‘traffic light,’ and 

‘Beaker,’ to name but a few. The most dreadful irony of 

all was his adopted family name. Redhead by name, red-

head by nature, his mother always said, when he came 

home in tears from school, cursing nature's cruel gift. She 

wanted him to be proud of his most distinctive feature. 

Now she would never comfort him again. He was alone in 

the world, with his strange genetic gifts from parents he 

had never known. 

The funeral passed in a blur. It was cold in the church and 

Simon had to fold his arms across his chest and hold on to 

himself to stop the shivering. It was a non-denominational 

service. His mother had believed in a higher force, but not 

in a specific god. The world had seen a great schism in 

recent times into the more fundamentalist aspects of all 

the great religions. Simon eschewed them all. He saw no 

evidence for the existence of God. He was a firm atheist. 

What God would have taken two mothers from me before 

my twentieth birthday? 

It was a small gathering, just close family and friends. 

Even so, Simon didn’t recognise a few of the people there. 

He stood at the doorway with Uncle Jack and shook the 

hands of everyone as they left the church. The dearth of 

people only reinforced how alone he now was. He sup-

posed that he had been a mummy’s boy with few real 

friends. Now he was just a lonely boy. He did have two 

close friends, though and they had both been there. The 

three of them had been together since the first day of pre-

school. Perhaps they had stuck together because of their 

physical differences from the rest of the class. It was easi-

er to resist the bullying that way. 

Jamie took his hand and then embraced him in a big 

squashing hug. He only came up to Simon’s chest and was 

shaped like a barrel with short arms and legs. His out of 

control curly black hair tickled Simon’s nose. “Thank you 

for coming,” Simon said for the umpteenth time. 

Jamie released Simon from his bear hug. “I’m here for 

you, Simon, if you need anything. You know that, don’t 

you?” Simon nodded. Jamie hadn’t found his place in the 

world yet and seemed to be drifting aimlessly. He was al-

ways around when Simon needed a friend. 

Christian was small too, slim and pale like Simon, but 

with thin blond, almost white hair. He was aiming to be an 

E-Pod news journalist. He gave Simon a hug too, but was 

much gentler than Jamie had been. “Keep your chin up, 

mate. We’ll see you later at the pub.” 

Several of his mother’s distant relations passed by. He 

barely recognised them, but offered his thanks and re-

ceived their platitudes dutifully. The last person to leave 

the church was an old man Simon didn’t recognise. He 

hobbled slowly, supporting himself on a stick. His back 

was hunched and he was wearing a full-length black coat 

that hid everything beneath. He had a shock of long white 

hair and a flowing white beard. If he had been dressed in 

red and had some stomach padding, Simon would have 

taken him for a department store Santa Claus. Despite 

everything, Simon smiled. The man smiled too and Simon 

was taken by light that seemed to radiate from his grey-

green eyes. Simon offered his hand. “Thank you for com-

ing. I don’t believe we have met?” 

The old man took his hand in a firm warm handshake. He 

held it for a little longer than was strictly necessary. When 

he spoke, his voice seemed to resonate and wrap around 

Simon like comforting arms. “I knew your mother, Simon. 

I have watched your progress from a distance for many 

years. Keep up with your studies, my boy. We’ll meet 

again soon, I’m sure of that.” 

Simon felt as if he were rooted to the spot. He tried to talk 

to the man but words wouldn’t come out. He stammered 

and spluttered and by the time he had regained his compo-

sure the man had hobbled off. Simon rushed outside after 

him, but he was nowhere to be seen. He couldn’t have 

moved so quickly. Uncle Jack was waiting for him. 

“Where did the old man with the stick go?” Simon asked. 

“I didn’t see an old man with a stick,” his Uncle replied. 

“Come on, let’s go and join the wake at the pub. Have you 

thanked the vicar?” 

Simon was more puzzled than ever. Surely, he couldn’t 

have imagined the old man. He remembered the almost 

tingling warmth of his handshake and the concern in his 

eyes. As he turned from the church with Uncle Jack, he 

could have sworn he heard the old man’s voice in his 

head. “I knew your mother, Simon.” The words seemed to 

carry an image with them. It wasn’t his mother. She was a 

pretty, young blonde girl, cooing over a baby in a pram. 

Simon saw such love in her eyes, directed at the baby, di-

rected at him. He tried to reach out a tiny hand, but the 

vision evaporated. Try as he might, Simon couldn’t get it 

back. As they departed, Uncle Jack probably thought the 

tears in his eyes were the result of the service. 

**** 

Simon thought the wake would never end. His mother’s 

distant family members seemed determined to drink the 

pub dry. His eyes repeatedly searched the room for the old 

man. He would have liked to talk more with him. Unfortu-



nately, he didn’t join them. Uncle Jack got drunk and 

sang old Gaelic ballads that spoke of their family’s herit-

age. It only made Simon wonder where he had really 

come from. He’d asked his mother, of course. He’d asked 

many times after the shock of the initial revelation of his 

adoption had subsided. She had said that she knew noth-

ing. He had come to them one hot January night in need 

of a safe refuge and they had provided it, was all he could 

get out of her. 

“Where did I come from?” He asked Uncle Jack, who 

was taking a breather from his singing exploits on the 

stool across the table from him.” 

“Well, lad, if you don’t know that by now there’s some-

thing amiss, by all accounts.” His uncle laughed at his 

own joke, and Jamie and Chris who were both nursing 

beers beside him on the red leather bench seat both 

smiled. “Come to think of it, I haven’t seen any of you 

three with girlfriends. You should let Jack the lad take 

you out one night and show you how to chat up the ladies. 

What do you say?” Fortunately for the trio, Jack was 

dragged away by Great Aunt Maud who wanted to dis-

cuss the will and wanted to do it now. When Great Aunt 

Maud said jump, you didn’t even ask how high because 

you knew you couldn’t jump high enough to meet her ex-

pectations. 

Jamie sighed. “He’s right though, our success rate is pret-

ty poor.” 

“Almost non-existent,” Christian agreed. “We should find 

a new hobby, one where we’ll meet lots of girls.” 

“There are more girls than boys in Simon’s class. Some 

of them are real stunners too. It doesn’t seem to have 

done him any good, though,” Jamie teased. 

 “Perhaps Simon will throw a party and invite them all?” 

Christian said. 

“Yes, a house-warming party. You’ll have to move now; 

they’ll sell the house for sure. Aunt Maud will demand it. 

Where will you go?” 

A cold finger of dread tickled its way down Simon’s 

spine. “I hadn’t thought about it. I wanted to concentrate 

on my studies. Mum said I should do that and she’d look 

after me. I guess I’ll have to get a job to support myself 

now. There’s a lot to think about.” 

“Well, you can always kip on my couch if you’re desper-

ate,” Jamie said. “Anyone for another drink, after all Si-

mon’s paying and it’s better spent now than Aunt Maud 

getting her hands on it.” 

“I’ll get them,” Simon said. “I could do with a stretch, 

same again?” He stood up and moved to the bar. He or-

dered three beers, adding them to the tab, and turned to 

head back to the table. He noticed a strange man, prop-

ping up the corner of the bar watching him. He was tall 

and very pale, ill looking like his mother had been in re-

cent weeks. His clothes were shabby and worn. His 

mouth curved upwards in a grin and showed several bro-

ken and rotten-looking teeth. Deep set, black eyes met his 

and locked on, unblinking. 

Simon set down his glasses and approached the stranger, 

offering his hand. “I don’t believe we have met. I didn’t 

see you at the funeral. What relation are you?” 

The man seemed reluctant to take Simon’s hand, but 

eventually took it and quickly released it. His hand felt 

cold and clammy. When he spoke, his voice was shrill 

and high-pitched. “I can’t abide churches. I had a bad ex-

perience in one once.” 

Simon felt the urge to say ‘What, you got married?’ but 

resisted. Still the man's eyes were locked unblinking on 

Simon's. He was starting to give him the creeps. 

The man licked his pallid lips. “You can call me Uncle 

Dring. I once knew your mother and father.” The black 

eyes suggested that he wanted to say more. 

Simon shuddered and backed away to retrieve his beers. 

“Well, nice to meet you. Thank you for coming.” 

“The pleasure was all mine.” 

Twice today, Simon had met strange men. One had 

seemed kindly and the other creepy. They had both men-

tioned his parents and Simon had the distinct impression 

they didn’t mean the mother he was laying to rest today. 

I’m getting paranoid. There was one man who had been 

conspicuous by his absence. Simon felt the bile and his 

anger rising when he thought about it. He placed the beers 

in front of his friends and tried to smile. 

“Who’s that creep?” Jamie asked. 

“He looks like he’ll be next..,” Christian stopped in mid-

sentence. “Sorry.” His pale face turned a bright red and 

he looked down sheepishly. For some reason that Simon 

couldn’t fathom he burst out laughing and his friends, at 

first hesitatingly, joined in. 

**** 

Three days later, by which time Uncle Jack had sobered 

up and recovered from his hangover, the key family 

members gathered at the lawyer’s office for the reading of 

the will. Great Aunt Maud clucked around organising 

everyone into appropriate seats. She placed Simon right at 

the back, in a corner. She was his mother’s father’s sister 

and had never married. I expect that she never found the 

perfect man. She seemed to be of indeterminate age and 

indeterminate sex; though Simon felt that she must be an-

cient and a woman beneath her grey pinstriped trouser 



suit. Uncle Jack had explained how the family money 

from her brother had bypassed her to his mother. Now, 

since Simon was not a blood relation, she expected to get 

her hands on it at last. 

Mr Jennings, his mother’s solicitor, was an avuncular 

man. His mother had always spoken warmly of him. With 

his trim moustache and balding head, he reminded Simon 

of a certain Belgian detective of long ago. Simon enjoyed 

classical crime thrillers and was thinking about a good 

role for Maud, preferably involving poison, when Mr Jen-

nings cleared his throat and brought the gathering to or-

der. 

Before he could speak, Maud interrupted. “Please be brief, 

Jennings, we simply need to know who gets what. I have 

an appointment at the Estate Agents in ten minutes. I have 

a property to put on the market.” 

Mr Jennings appeared to roll his eyes. “Well, if that’s al-

right by the rest of you?” He paused and stared at them. 

No one was game to challenge Great Aunt Maud. “In that 

case, I shall cut to the chase. The will is extremely sim-

ple.” Maud turned her head and Simon could see her smil-

ing – an almost unique occurrence. 

“With the exception of a few personal items, which have 

specific bequests, all of Mrs Redhead’s estate, including 

her house, is to be sold and the proceeds placed in a trust 

fund, to be administered by myself.” Mr Jennings paused 

and Simon could hear the grunt that emanated from the 

middle front-row seat. “The trust is to be used for a single 

purpose. If I may read the actual words from Mrs Red-

head’s will: The trust fund is to be used to support my son 

Simon until such time as he is established as a qualified 

doctor of medicine. I gave you that pledge Simon and I 

intend to honour it. After that time, any residual funds are 

to be donated to the Australian Cancer Centre. I know that 

there will be some family members who are disappointed 

by this,” Jenkins stopped for effect and looked over the 

top of his glasses at Maud. “But I assure you that this is 

by far the best use to which the money can be put.” 

Jenkins folded the document and smiled. Uncle Jack gave 

Simon a friendly punch on the arm. A number of unlady-

like obscenities seemed to emerge from the front row. Si-

mon was sure he heard the word bastard used several 

times. Great Aunt Maud, with a face like thunder, stormed 

out of the room and out of Simon’s life, he hoped forever. 

**** 

In three years, he hadn’t seen Great Aunt Maud again, but 

the memory of her reaction to the will made him smile 

and helped to fight back against the depression that threat-

ened to overwhelm him. Simon raised himself out of bed 

and staggered into the shower. The jets of cool water felt 

good. They seemed to do more than simply cleanse his 

body; he began to feel inwardly refreshed as well. His 

thoughts turned to the irony of his situation. Here I am, a 

medical student, with plenty of gynaecological experience, 

and yet I’m still a virgin. He thumped the shower wall in 

anger, as once again he cursed his awkward shyness with 

the opposite sex. I’m pathetic! As he slowly dried himself, 

he toyed with the idea of using the services of a prostitute. 

The idea had certain merit in fantasy and raised expecta-

tions again in his young body, but in the cold reality of his 

scientific brain, it seemed expensive, impersonal, and dan-

gerous. I’m not that desperate, yet! 

He pulled on a crumpled pair of jeans, tee‑shirt and 

sweater. His tall and skinny body had the effect of making 

most clothes he wore look like they were hanging on a 

beanpole scarecrow. His choice of green shirt and yellow 

sweater, combined with his hair made him think of a traf-

fic light, which raised his spirits immensely. He perused 

the room for something edible that would serve as break-

fast. A half-eaten simuburger appeared to be the only sus-

tenance on offer. He quickly rejected that in favour of tea 

and a simubacon roll at his local café. If I hurry, I still 

might make the first lecture. It was important, because it 

covered caesarean sections, and he would have to assist 

with his first before too much longer. He looked forward 

to that with the sort of cold dread an actor must have be-

fore their first night. Am I really cut out to be a surgeon? 

He smiled at his pun. I might have more luck as a stand-

up comedian. 

Strangely, he felt more cheerful than he had for some 

time, as he left his rooms. The persistent dreams that had 

been troubling him more and more lately were almost for-

gotten. It was a warm, autumn day and the early sunshine 

felt good on his back. The café was almost deserted when 

he got there. He ordered quickly and sat at the bar to await 

his food. The entertainment panel was set to blare out rau-

cous pop music, as usual. The interruption for a news 

flash surprised him. The news that was delivered shocked 

him. Muslim forces were invading Australia. It appeared 

to be part of a major world offensive. The planet was on 

the brink of the third world war. Australia’s vast open 

spaces and valuable resources had long been coveted by 

the populous countries to the north. They were now taking 

them by force. The announcer was contemplating the west 

countenancing the nuclear option as Simon’s new-found 

cheerfulness evaporated. 

His hunger and the half-finished simubacon roll forgotten, 

Simon left the café. There was commotion in the street. It 

seemed that panic was already beginning to grip. Groups 

of people seemed to be milling backwards and forwards 

with seemingly no clear idea of where they were going. 

Simon felt the familiar throbbing in his temples that her-

alded the start of a migraine. Damn, I must go home, take 



some pills, and try to sleep it off. He had barely started to 

move when the first wave of nausea hit him. He doubled 

over in agony and when he straightened up, everything 

seemed to be a blur. He felt as if he were slipping out of 

the real world. People became fuzzy, noises were muffled, 

and cars passed by in blurs of colour like streaks on an 

artist’s canvas. What the hell’s happening to me? 

“Take a grip,” he muttered to himself. He tried to breathe 

deeply and focus. Nothing changed; his world was a blur. 

As he began to stumble forward, something caught his 

eye. Across the road, on the corner, leaning against a 

lamppost as casual as you like stood a small boy – totally 

in focus amongst the blur. Simon did a double take and 

stared at him, uncaring of the reaction he might cause. As 

he looked more closely, he corrected himself. Not a boy at 

all, but a very short man. He was no more than four feet 

high, solidly built with a huge stomach that was barely 

concealed by the large dark coat he was wearing. Perhaps 

the most striking feature though was his head. He was 

wearing a wide brimmed hat with a large white feather 

pinned to its brim. Under the hat, a pair of large blue eyes 

seemed to reflect the wonder that he was seeing in the 

world. The hat could not hide the shock of black curls that 

tumbled from his head as though trying to escape confine-

ment. His nose was positively aquiline, giving him a look 

of arrogant superiority that overlaid whatever his true feel-

ings might be. 

Simon seemed drawn to him in a strange sort of way. I 

feel like I ought to know him, but I have never seen him 

before in my life. He would surely have remembered such 

a character. As if drawn by a magnet, Simon began to 

walk toward the strange fellow. The cars on the street still 

seemed blurry, but he was able to make them out well 

enough to attempt to cross the road. As he approached the 

junction, he became aware of the noise of a vehicle that 

seemed louder and faster than the rest. He looked up in 

time to see it bearing down on him at high speed. Alt-

hough the vehicle was a blur, the driver wasn’t. At that 

moment, the sight of that face imprinted itself on his 

memory. Not so much the face, more the eyes, black and 

evil, and the mouth curving upwards in a sickly grin. 

It all happened so quickly. I’m going to die, without ever 

sleeping with a woman. I recognise that man. All of a sud-

den, the strange fellow from across the street was beside 

him, pushing him clear. He stumbled and fell, hearing the 

sickly thud of flesh and bone being crushed and the roar 

of a car being driven away at high speed. Simon passed 

out. I may not have got you this time, but I soon will. 

Your days are numbered red boy! Uncle Dring never lies. 

The words appeared in his mind as he slipped into uncon-

sciousness and the echoes were still there when he awoke. 

He came to in the ambulance. His vision seemed normal 

again and the migraine had gone. A knock on the head 

must have done me some good. “How are you feeling?” 

The warm voice of the female ambulance officer greeted 

him. “You were very lucky,” she continued without giv-

ing him a chance to respond, “by all accounts you should 

have died today.” They seemed strange words for an am-

bulance officer, but these were strange times for sure and 

they summed up nicely his recollections of the past few 

minutes. Y our days are numbered red boy! The thought 

echoed in his mind. 

“I’m feeling fine, there’s really no need for you to take me 

to hospital,” he tried to smile but it must have looked very 

forced. “The man who saved me, how is he? What hap-

pened to him?” The concern was evident in Simon’s 

voice. Who was that man? Why did he save me? 

“Don’t you be concerning yourself over that, now. We’ll 

get you to hospital and they’ll give you a good checking 

over. Then the police will want to talk to you, I’m guess-

ing. They’ll be able to fill you in on the details better than 

me.” 

Their arrival at the hospital prevented any further ques-

tions. Simon was generally fussed over and received a full 

body scan. At last, a young doctor came to talk to him. 

“Well, young man,” he began, “you have had a very lucky 

escape. All the test results are negative. If you feel up to 

it, you’re free to go home.” 

Simon felt fine. In fact, he felt better than he’d felt for 

some time. I wonder why I’m feeling so good? Perhaps I 

should ask the doctor? Better not. “Thanks, Doctor, I’ll do 

that,” he said. “Can you please tell me what happened to 

the man who saved me?” 

The doctor brushed off his question. “There’s a police of-

ficer waiting to see you outside. I’m sure he’ll be able to 

help you. The sister will look after your discharge after 

the policeman has seen you.” He hurried off. 

Simon didn’t have to wait long for the police officer to 

arrive. A young, male detective constable questioned him 

at length about the accident. Simon told him everything he 

could remember, except the bits about his blurred vision, 

the details of the strange fellow's appearance, and the 

driver. In reality, Simon told him very little, but repeated-

ly questioned him about the man who had saved him. 

Why won’t they tell me? 

Eventually the police officer gave in. “It’s very strange,” 

the detective spoke slowly, seeming to pick his words 

carefully, “there were several eye witnesses who confirm 

your version of the events. In fact, they all saw the small 

man crushed by the car. His head was smashed to a pulp. 

He couldn’t have survived. However, by the time the 

emergency services arrived, his body was nowhere to be 

found.” 



Simon said nothing. He felt sick again. The thought of a 

stranger giving his life to save Simon’s was anathema to 

him. The pain in his head began to rise again. I can’t han-

dle this. I must get home to bed. He accepted the hospi-

tal’s offer of a taxi home. Thankfully, the driver was qui-

et, focussed on the radio news. First reports were coming 

in of Indonesian forces landing in Australia. Rumours 

suggested that Darwin had already fallen. The Prime Min-

ister was due to address the nation later that evening. Si-

mon ran from the taxi, up the steps and fumbled with his 

keys as he struggled to get inside and hide as quickly as 

possible. He hoped that sleep would help his troubled 

mind, except sleep would probably bring the dreams. 

Please, I can’t handle the dreams on top of everything 

else. 

In his dreams, Simon was somewhere else that seemed 

like another world. He was always looking for something, 

but he could never remember what it was. And there were 

people, evil people looking for him. People who wanted 

to kill him. People with eyes like the driver of the car. He 

shuddered at the realisation. Goosebumps welled up on 

his arms as he realised something else. In his dreams, he 

had a friend who repeatedly saved him from the evil ones. 

That friend was short and dumpy and wore a wide 

brimmed hat with a white feather. He had the brightest 

blue eyes, curly black hair, and the beakiest nose you’d 

ever seen. He’d saved Simon’s life today in the real world 

and given his own in return. I must be going crazy. 

For a moment, Simon wondered if he were really going 

mad. Then, as he entered his bed sitting room he realised 

he most surely had. The strange fellow was waiting for 

him, sitting on his bed, idly flicking through one of Si-

mon’s medical textbooks as if to pass the time. 

“About time you got here,” the little man said in a reso-

nant voice that suggested a stature at least twice as high as 

its reality. “I haven’t got all day, you know!” 

 

More free stuff available at http://firstworld.info/  
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* Rules for fighting in the mindscape. 
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* Sample psychic tools and robotic uprights. Includ-
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Cameron and the Fire Bee 

By Thea Gilchrist 

She spotted him from afar and knew he was the 
one. He was perfect. Tall, lean, muscular, slightly tanned, 
black hair, blue eyes. She set a course right for him. He 
was the one she’d been searching for. 
 

His name was Cameron Brody. He was a bit of a 
troublemaker, but his teachers had found a way to keep 
him from getting bored. And getting bored was what al-
ways got him into trouble. He was the smartest in class, 
and some said he was the smartest student in the whole 
school. You’d never know it from looking at him though. 
He was humble, quiet and always willing to give credit 
where it was due. 
 
“Where is she?” 
 

He was actually waiting for his older sister Su-
sanne. They were supposed to go to the store and she was 
late. That wasn’t like her at all, so he was starting to get 
worried. He started pacing, not knowing he’d been seen 
and targeted, and kept glancing at his watch. 
 
“Come on Susanne, we haven’t got all day.” 
 
  People passed by and gave him surreptitious glanc-
es as they did. They knew Cameron and they knew Su-
sanne. For him to be pacing at nearly 4 PM, something 
must have gone wrong. Cameron was just about ready to 
give up when he saw her. Susanne ran up to him from the 
parking lot and was very apologetic. 
 
“Oh my god Cam I am so sorry ... I got stuck behind a 
monster traffic jam and only just got here!” 
 
He gave her a hug and smiled. 
 
“No worries sis, you’re here now. Come on, we got shop-
ping to do.” 
 

They went into the store together and she waited. 
The sister was not in her plans, she was disposable. It was 
the boy she wanted. That wonderful humble intelligent 
boy. And she would have him. 
 
“Good grief Cameron, did you know the list was this long 
when Mom gave it to you?” 
 
Cameron helped Susanne turn the overflowing cart to-
ward the car she’d parked just down the street from the 
store. 
 
“No. She just handed me the paper and said we needed to 
go shopping.” 
 

Susanne grumbled as they started unloading the 
bags into her trunk. Cameron propped his leg against the 
cart so it wouldn’t roll away down the hill before they 
were finished. The watcher knew her time had come. 
Now! And she headed right for him as fast as she could. 
 

Cameron blinked when he saw her coming toward 
him. Susanne turned to grab the cart and stopped to stare. 
The watcher paused by Susanne long enough to incapaci-
tate her, then turned her attention to Cameron. 
 
“Sis!” 
 

He moved to check on her and the cart was 
grabbed by an employee who’d seen her fall. Cameron 
checked for a pulse, a heartbeat and to see if Susanne was 
breathing. He stood up so he could turn and call for help 
because Susanne was breathing but unconscious, and 
stood perfectly still. She was right in front of him. 
 
“I’ve been waiting for you Cameron.” 
 

He swallowed hard. She was ephemeral, ethereal, 
so unearthly in her beauty, that he was snared by her 
gaze. He was so enamoured by what he saw that he didn’t 
see what she was doing with her hands until it was too 
late. 
 
“What ...” 
 

But it was too late to stop her. She had her hands 
clamped down on his arms and he felt fire in his bones. 
The burning sensation was so painful, so intense, he 
couldn’t even scream. By the time the pain had stopped, 
there was nothing left for him to scream with. All that 
remained at the scene was a pile of burnt clothing, a heap 
of ash, and a very large bee. 



Star Seers Episode 3.5: The Damnation of Tres-

passers 

 

By Michael Bene  

 

A note from the writer: To the readers of Far Horizons 
Magazine. I am very sorry for my absence in the June is-
sue. I had been getting over a family emergency, and I am 
still working through it. Anyhow There will be another 
story from me in this magazine that will be an ongoing 
series as well. The story works in the same universe as 
StarSeers, meaning this is in canon. However this will be 
in an alternate version of present day events. It will be 
some of my more darker writing so it will have a bit more 
of a mature rating to it. So please be wary for “Eagleton 
Adventures #1” A superhero themed story. I hope the 
readers enjoy both these stories as they come out, and 
continue to enjoy for years to come. 

~Mike C. Bene 

  

  

  There is a silenc ein this world when siblings fight. 
Whether they are full blooded or half, siblings should nev-
er have to fight each other. Camille was always remem-
bering these kinds of battles with her half-brother. They 
had pet names for each other like “Little Flame”, and 
“Crazy Bat”. Today was different, as now they were 
adults in a battle on opposite sides. It wasn’t for play any-
more. It wasn’t for some fake glory to be won by a wood-
en sword duel. It was going to potentially be for the death. 
Camille’s mind and her brothers were both in a strategic 
setting, almost like a game of chess. 

  

  The crew of The Harbinger were steeling themselves for 
the fight against the crew of The Magrain an all-out battle 
for freedom, when something strange for The Vampirion 
crew of The Magra happened. It was faint at first, but 
eventually tore through the air quicker than a blade 
through flesh. A roar accompanied by an air raid siren. 
Camille looked at Eric in both urgency and fear as The 
Vampirion crew retreated to their bridge. The crew of The 
Harbinger with even more urgency ran to their escape 
onto The Harbinger. The ship was quickly pulled from the 
Tether it was attached to, and they began to back away. 
The ship was however in more danger then they realized. 
It was as if a black storm cloud had surrounded them and 
The Magra. The roar was still emanating as large black 
shapes filled the view screens. It was nothing but the 
sound they made, and the roar that filled their ears by this 
point. However finally one person of the crew called into 
the bridge. “What is the threat Captain?” One of the artil-
lery gunners asked as Eric looked over to Camille, and 
nodded. “It is the Dragavari …man the Plasmatic Spike 
for immediate fire.” Eric said as he sat down in his cap-
tain’s chair. 

  

  Camille looked to Eric with a thoughtful nod to tell him 
it will be alright. “I thought they were extinct Captain.” 
Mary said as she sat next to him. Eric was however slight-
ly mournful on the subject of the Dragavari. His father 
and the other members of The Widow’s Deceit had hunt-
ed down the space faring Dragavari over twenty years 
ago. Eric wouldn’t know if they cared much about retribu-
tion for what happened against their species through Eric. 
It wasn’t long before the lighting began to fade slightly in 
the bridge. “Captain we are getting energy fluctuations in 
both the Internal and External lighting.” Said one of the 
technicians who admits that he isn’t able to find any sort 
of solution for the time being. “Keep working, we’ll need 
the ship’s lighting working soon.” Eric replies from his 
chair com-link as a red orb appears, floating in the middle 
of the view-screen. The orb floats for a second before 
bursting open to reveal a small Three-Headed Snake 
Dragavari. It was known as a messenger to the Dragavari 
and served as their hailing call. “The Trespassers will 
name themselves!” Said the roaring messenger as Eric 
stood. 

  

  Eric knew this wouldn’t turn out well. It would be hard 
for him, especially after his father’s actions in the hunts 
for these things. It would fall to him to defend the ship as 
her captain. “I am Eric Snowden of Earth … Commander 
of The Harbinger. We were captured by The Vampirions 
and brought to this sector of space. It was not of our voli-
tion so I beseech the Dragavari Elders to allow us pas-
sage.” Eric wasunflinching as he stared The Messenger in 
the eyes. However The Messenger had heard his last name 
and would not let this one leave. “The son of ‘The One 
Who Hides in the Snow’ shall come to Dragovorial with 
his crew!” The orb disappeared, and power was restored 
to the lighting. Eric sat down solemnly as he looked at the 
view screen to behold a crimson coloured Dragavari. It 
motioned for them to follow him with one nod of its 
mighty head and the ship followed to its destination. 

  

Will The Harbinger get out of this terror? Find out on 

the full episode next month! 



The Egg 

 

By Thijis Van Sise 

 

 The mother of all monsters laid 1,000 eggs. These 

eggs which were small as flies spread throughout the 

world on the gentle winds. Upon landing each grew to 

various sizes. From these eggs the magic monsters of the 

world were born. 

 

 One day not long ago a little girl found an egg in a 

cosy nook of a fallen tree. Cushioned by moss and sitting 

in a beam of sunlight. It was the colour of rich cream, the 

size of an ostriches egg. Warm to the touch; it seemed to 

vibrate very lightly in her hands. She took it home hiding 

it from her family. At night the girl would snuggle up to it 

and sing a lullaby in a low voice while stroking the 

smooth shell. Soon after  falling asleep to its warmth. 

 The egg, which her family disapproved of, was her 

constant companion. Her mother thought it strange but 

adorable. Her father thought it strange as well but figured 

she would break it and be forced to give it over to the 

trash. The shell of the egg was much more durable than 

even the girl thought. She found this out after the first time 

she dropped it down a slope of rock and soil while playing 

outside. Reaching out to pick it up and assure herself of its 

integrity she felt in it a low rumble. This stopped almost as 

quickly as it began and startled her. She scooped it up into 

her arms rocking it back and forth as though it had been 

crying loudly; all the while searching it for fractures or 

cracks and finding none. 

 After a time she wondered if it would ever hatch. 

The girl was curious as well as to what was inside. She 

stroked it, as she was want to do, and she felt the low rum-

ble again. It had moved slightly as well. Not much, just a 

tiny twitch. At first she thought she had imagined it. Hold-

ing it in both of her tiny hands she waited for what seemed 

to be a lifetime and ever so slightly she felt it again. It 

calmed though and after a while ceased completely. 

 The rumbling inside the egg had not happened again 

for more than a month. She spoke to it at night telling it, 

“Shush and sleep. Come out when you’re ready and I will 

be here ready to love you more then I already do.” It slept 

and so did she. 

 After some more time had passed the girl began to 

truly wonder if something was wrong with the egg. It had-

n’t twitched or rumbled again and worry began to set it. It 

was that same night that a powerful storm was brewing 

just off the coast and it was scheduled to make landfall 

that night. Winds of near hurricane potential were coming 

with downpours of rain to follow.  

 The girl sat in her room, the egg wrapped in a yel-

low blanket of soft wool. The blanket was made by her 

grandmother and had large blue flowers woven into the 

pattern. She had a storm lantern on the nightstand even 

though the table light was on. Outside the storm had land-

ed with roars of wind and torrents of rain sloughing off the 

roof in a dark waterfall. She scurried under the covers a bit 

more and pulled the wool ball holding the egg closer. It 

was then that a flash of lightning lit the room as bright as 

day. The crack that followed immediately after shook the 

house and rattled the windows. She screamed just a little. 

Being a big girl though she refrained from getting up and 

running to her parents room. After all she had someone to 

take care of. 

 It was then that she noticed the egg rumbling. Not 

like before but deeper, more like it was being shaken 

sharply by her father’s hands. Then the lights went out. 

Her hand slowly went over to the stand to get the storm 

lantern. It had LED bulbs in it but she didn’t know what 

they were. It didn’t matter though, she pushed the button 

as her father popped his head into the room to check on 

her. Confirming she was fine and telling her how glad he 

was to see her taking the storms scares like the big girl she 

was, he closed the door and went back to the living room 

lantern swaying back and forth. 

 She pulled back the covers to observe her egg and 

see what was happening. Its hard rumbles had slowed but 

it was warming up like an electric blanket now. The heat 

almost too much with the blankets around her. She pushed 

all the blankets away to watch and hope.  

 The shell which had been cream coloured started to 

glow ever so gently. It did not burn her as she laid a hand 

on to inspect it. Right at that point of contact it cracked. 

Mist, dark as midnight, streamed from the line in the shell, 

not hot but warm as it collected around her fingers and 

dissipated to nothingness. It broke some more and she 

could see the movement now of something inside. It was 

alive and being born right now! Her heart leapt for joy. All 

those days she had held, loved and sung to it. She realized 

then that it shouldn’t be born without a song to welcome it 

into its new life. Quietly she whispered she favourite lulla-

by to her new friend. 

 The egg did its final push and cracked the rest of the 

way leaving two nearly even halves to the left and right of 

a tiny two headed puppy. Six legs adorned its torso. Two 

as hind and the other four close together near the front. It 

had fur the colour of midnight with dark red streaks run-

ning up and down it similar to the zebra. Two tails wagged 

very gently and three of its four eyes were closed to the 

world. The open one stared at the girl, it then let out a 



weak mewling sound. Her heart melted at the sight 

of her new friend and baby. 

 

 The egg had hatched and the girl had a life 

companion. The family was surprised at the new 

member but being that it was something so strange, 

so weird, they decided to see it through.  

Besides who doesn’t like a puppy.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

After the blasts 

By Pete Sutton 

Smoke curled from the ground in corrosive lung 

searing clouds. My own breath sounded raspy within the 

confines of the gas mask. I wondered if it had been worth 

humping the boxes up here,  the ground at the top strange-

ly level, although covered in the detritus of the blasts. 

Once again I wondered at their strange nature, taking all 

matter in a wide area and munching it into tiny fragments, 

in the blink of an eye. 

My partner, Smith, took a photograph for posterity, 

as if we’ll get to have a posterity, it may look nice on the 

wall of the shelter though, until we run out of food and 

drinkable water. He shows me it afterwards. I look non-

chalant despite the heat and acidic clouds insidiously 

grasping my clothes, making my fingers glow pinkly. The 

bandage is not for show, one of the stunted hawk-like 

things on the cliff-face had a peck. Guess I got too close to 

its nest or something, another bit of protein for the pot 

now though. 

This area all used to be housing, now the smooth 

glass like surface with its coating of what were once build-

ings, cars, people, is treacherous to walk upon. This is a 

blast area we have entered only for one reason. The travel-

ler. 

He came to us a couple of weeks ago with a mad 

tale, that we have since swapped back and forth, embel-

lishing it. Adding to the piles of potential treasure that 

await 

‘The ground zero is unaffected. Whatever is there 

is beautifully protected. Pristine.’ He told us. He had arte-

facts. After Smith bludgeoned him and we parcelled him 

up and hid him away in the cold, dark places, we won-

dered if we’d been a bit hasty.  

See the problem is, there’s no map of where the 

blasts were, we only know about this one because it’s so 

close. A short climb up what in the past was a hilltop 

town. If he was to be believed he had travelled all over. 

Had these books, with scribbles on the ancient brittle pa-

per. Enough for us to see that he’d been following a red 

line, that stopped near our shelter. 

“Enough lollygagging, let’s go!” Smith barks, we 

hump the empty boxes and get moving, what little light 

there is nowadays doesn’t last long. We’d brought a lan-

tern but there wasn’t much good fuel left. Petrol degrades.  

We reach a large scabbed area, slightly raised 

above the level of the plain we’re on. Smith walks out on-

to it and it gives way before I can caution him. It seems it 

is only a thin layer of ash over a hole like a giant ice cream 

scoop would make. Ground zero I guess. The traveller lied 

to us. There is no treasure. Smith lies broken at the bottom 

of the hole. I now have more protein and some boxes to 

keep it fresh until I get back to the shelter. It’s important 

to look on the bright side to be a survivor. 

 

 

Artwork by Keith Whittington 



 

Hope 

By Valery Riddle 

 
Strange, these peanuts. Too salty. They don't go well with 
the beer.  
 

On  second thought, what do I care about the pea-
nuts. The beer is watered down. I lift the mug to my lips 
again to take another mouthful of the warm disgusting liq-
uid, and force it down my throat. Salty peanuts dull the 
vile taste. They look like limbless pathetic creatures. I 
bring one closer to my eyes and squeeze it between my 
thumb and index finger. It cracks in two and falls down 
from my palm. I sway as I watch it fly. The two halves 
tumble once or twice. I blink several times but I lose sight 
of them. They are somewhere in the dark now, swallowed 
by the filthy floor. I snort. I didn't know you could get this 
drunk on beer. 
 

The lights above my head flicker, reflecting on the 
sticky surface of the counter and making an electrical 
noise that resurrects my thoughts which grow and take 
shape in the blue and red circles of light. The rhythmic 
clacking of the billiard balls behind my back sends the im-
ages dancing in a shaky manner. I loudly drum my knuck-
les against the wooden counter. I need another beer. 
 

The beer fizzes and spits as the foam sags. It ech-
oes in my ears like a distant sea. I guess the sea noise 
makes up for any vacation I could be having right now. 
Shore leave, they call it. Well, I am on the shore, alright. 
 

There are bubble streams running up to the surface 
through the yellow river. The lights above my head float 
on its surface when I pick the glass up and gulp the liquid 
down, half of it in one go. The more I drink the worse it 
tastes. The more I get drunk the less I care.  
 

I count the bubbles as they pop on the surface. For-
ty bubbles. This is where I get bored of counting. Or the 
alcohol in my head gets bored. Forty bubbles ago there 
was no me. No, that's wrong. Not bubbles, years. I am 
counting the bubbles because there is no me again. What is 
this word? Me. I. Myself. It's a stream of bubbles in a yel-
low, red and blue river. The other half of the glass tastes 
better. The peanuts on the plate are just blots of skin-
coloured useless life forms. Life forms detected, sir. Oh 
never mind. They have no brains. I have a skin-coloured 
blot for my brain. What is a man without hope? 
 

I mean, I told them all there was to tell, and they 
took my hope away, really, all the information in my 
hands was useless like beer, like bubbles, I was calm, oh I 
was calm but they took my hope away from me, so my 
calm disappeared, I went away still calm outside, but not 
inside - inside I was furious, because there was no law to 
take hope away from me, not my fault, not my deed, not 
my steps. Another beer. Yes, I have the money. No, I am 
not drunk enough. Get that beer already. I have no hope. I 
can have that beer.  

The counter before me is empty and I swallow the skin-
coloured life forms. There is something scratched in the 
sticky wood. I read 'no hope'. No, it's something else. You 
never read what is written. The first thought is always dif-
ferent. It's a game of guesses. If you guessed it wrong, you 
show a piece of yourself. A hidden piece.  
 

Some people are afraid to show it. Not me. Drunk 
and hopeless. You can't be afraid in this state. 
 

It was a lit, empty hallway, where each step echoed 
off the stone floor. There were doors at the end of it. They 
screeched really loudly when someone entered. The sec-
ond lamp to the right blinked and crackled before it shone 
again. It cast red strips on the door. There was a distant 
noise of people discussing matters and signing papers. The 
ball of noise grew if I closed my eyes. It was getting clos-
er, as if someone unwound it in my direction. Like a play-
ing cat. Claws and teeth. My hope was a dead rat in its 
maw.  
 

Have I become too inflexible over the years to be 
knocked off my feet and pinned to the ground with a boul-
der of despair? Was the decision of the court correct? Am I 
really unfit for my position?  
 

All the vivid images leak out of my mind as I grow 
sober. Someone has opened the tap and the remaining liq-
uid drips onto the floor. I could stand up and leave. Go 
home and get into bed. Get up in the morning and start a 
new life. But I remain sitting, as the thought that my hope 
is too far above without me is too much to bear. 
 

Something buzzes in my pocket and it takes me 
several moments to realize it's my phone and I take it out. I 
only use it when I'm planet side, so I fumble with the con-
trols to figure out how to answer. 
 
"Captain, it's over! All charges are dropped! She is yours 
again!" 
 

My first officer Finn sounds so confident and de-
lighted that I stand up immediately, no less sober than 
when I first entered here, and toss the bartender my card. 
 
"I want you on board as soon as the case is officially 
closed," I tell Finn, easily re-mastering my ordering tone. 
"Hope has been docked for too long. I want the crew back 
by morning. We have a mission to fulfil." 
 
"Aye aye, Captain." Finn sounds relieved that the captain 
hadn't lost confidence during the case. "She'll be ready." 

 
I purposefully stride out of the bar, ignoring the 

patrons turning to look at me. I have a ship to captain. 
 
 



Prequel to Eagleton Adventures 
By Mike C. Bene  

 

(Authors note: Sorry for one of these again, but I do need 

to explain another thing to y'all. This story is going to get 

dark rather quickly. The stories will be given a mature rat-

ing as this is a story I've wished to write for an extremely 

long time. I thank my readers for their patience and I hope 

you enjoy both Star Seers and Eagleton Adventures) 

 

It had been a rough couple of months for many of 

the supers. This world has seen some of its worst hard-

ships since the time of ‘The War of Powers’. A war where 

many supers were forced to fight against the people they 

swore to protect. The world is ravaged by social segrega-

tion since this war's end. However recently a small town 

called Eagleton Pennsylvania has a preparatory academy 

for wayward children, that has decided to recently accept 

powered students. These new students however do not 

know anything of what they are getting into. The school is 

not a school ... but a warzone. The abolished segregation 

would now be turning up the heat in this war for domi-

nance. 

 

  "Hey y'all you're listening to The Cocaine Cowboy 

on Eagleton FM. It is an awesome morning on Tuesday 

January First! Today it looks like history is being made as 

many students of our own Eagleton Prep are welcoming 

new powered students among their "elite" ranks!" Said a 

radio jockey from his studio. He was rather worried today 

as his son Jacky aka "Smog" would be going to Eagleton 

with his friends. He knew the school's reputation wasn't 

good, but it was the only high school in the area. He 

closed out the show for its break before turning around to 

see his son standing before him. Smog was more of the 

punk type of kid since he turned thirteen. The kid was Me-

ta-Powered with pyrokinetic powers similar to his grand-

father's powers to turn into smoke. Cowboy was at least 

proud of his son for keeping his head held high, but he 

knew his son was going to have a rough time at the acade-

my. "Hey dad, I'm ready to go to school." Smog said to 

his father who embraced his son quietly as he stood from 

his chair. "Jack ... Smog, The school is a shit-hole OK. I 

don't want you to go there." Smog understood his father 

who handed him brass knuckles after. "You're gonna need 

these kid." He said to his son as they left his studio quiet-

ly. 

 

The car ride over to the school was as silent as a 

church at midnight. It would only be fifteen minutes be-

fore the academy loomed over the station wagon. The two 

looked at each other with apprehension as they stared up 

at the old clock tower of the academy. It stood the testa-

ment of time by this point in the academy's long history of 

violence. From the battles between heroes like Cyber-Fire 

and his old nemesis The Smoker, to the ‘War of Powers’ 

and the ‘Battle of Eagleton’. It now stood chiming that it 

would be fifteen minutes till class. "Go son, and be safe," 

said The Cowboy as his son turned into smoke before his 

eyes and got onto the school property. He waved goodbye 

and ran off. "Please god ... just let him be safe." He whis-

pered as his son ran from his sight. Smog would be in his 

mind for the rest of the day as he was forced to drive back 

to the studio in a stunned silence. His eyes were heavier 

than they had been as he watched Powered in cars and 

buses drive by his station wagon as he approached the sta-

tion. James leaned back on his seat when he got back into 

the studio before flicking back on his switch. "Hey y'all 

sorry about the long ass break! I had to drop my kid off at 

school! WELCOME BACK TO THE SHOW Y'ALL!" 

He said as he wiped his tears from his eyes at last. The 

Cowboy would regularly have to hide everything from 

behind his mic, but he could at least say one thing. "My 

kid as y'all know is one of the powered. Today is his first 

day over at Eagleton Academy for Wayward Children, 

and I have to admit ... he's gonna have a great year!" His 

pride rang through the cars in the town as his son Smog 

met up with other friends of his at the school, and entered 

the war for dominance that was the Eagleton Academy. 

 

Eagleton Academy is of course split like any other 

school, among of course the cliques. The Jocks, Nerds, 

Goths, Preps, and of course the ‘Shop’ kids all fought for 

dominance over this school. However with the addition of 

Powered students, their game is going to be shaken to the 

very foundation. The classes were never attended too and 

teachers held the jobs of prefects. The school's foreboding 

nature was better reflected by its students as each clique 

stood in groups in the courtyard. These children and teen-

agers awaiting the bell for the opening of this year’s war. 

https://www.facebook.com/deathregeant


The Huntress Part One: 
The Bounty 

by Ana Marija Meshkova 
 
She couldn’t understand this affinity towards tight leath-
er outfits. Sure, they looked badass and all villainous, 
and she had to agree it was a good confidence booster, 
but it was in no way practical for her line of work. At 
least when it came to the part when she had to join the 
action. She wasn’t here just to look good, she had a more 
important job to do. And an outfit that restricted her 
movement that much was a big no. So when she later 
arrived at the rendevous point in her normal attire and 
got a comment along the lines of ‘Where did the little 
minx go?’ it was no wonder the demon that made it got a 
date with a fireball. In all fairness he should have seen it 
coming. It was no secret that she had a short temper. 
 
But, even despite her attitude, Margo never had a prob-
lem finding a job. Her biggest selling point, the fact that 
she seemed to have never had a conscience didn’t run 
out of demand. But another thing that separated her from 
all the other hired hands was that Margo was much more 
than that. She was a female witch in a line of work re-
served for demons with the proportions of bodybuilders. 
What she lacked in brawn she complemented with intel-
ligence and adaptability. Margo could be whoever she 
needed to be at the time, and that wasn’t just a matter of 
how fast or accurate she could morph her appearance. 
Her personality could change so fast, one would think 
that it was an actual power rather than her own natural 
prowess. Being ambitious, opinionated and having an 
abrasive attitude was a perk as well. She had no problem 
shutting down a plan she thought was idiotic and doing 
things her way. To the ones that hired her, that was a bet-
ter option than a failed effort any day. And this day was 
no exception. 
 
Her support, or ‘minions’ as she liked to think of them, 
jumped at the noise their now turned to ashes colleague 
made: 
“Relax, they can’t hear a thing.” she shut them down 
even before they started asking questions. They didn’t 
need to know her tricks, especially when those tricks 
were stones enchanted with witch magic to block all 
sound. “Now, you,” she pointed at two minions standing 
next to each other. “ Take five demons and surround 
them from the other side. They will be able to hear you 
there so be quiet. You three go and wait by the road, to 
take care of any stragglers. Don’t attack until after we 
do.” After they left she spoke to the remaining five next 
to her. “We don’t attack until their leader appears.” Eve-
ryone did as they were told without a word. Margo 
crouched down and stared at the clearing from behind 
the bushes. She might have had a short temper, but that 
didn’t mean she wasn’t patient. 
 
Everything happened just as she predicted. The coven 
gathered quickly, all thirteen witches arrived in the span 
of ten minutes. They cleared a patch of earth and gath-
ered wood. They were already settled in a circle when 
the High Priestess arrived. With a few words and a wave 
she conjured a fire and settled at the head of the circle. 

But, before she could speak, energy balls filled the air. 
The witches scattered as the demons exited their hiding 
places to hunt them down. One managed to dodge the 
energy balls only to be caught by a teleporting demon. 
She escaped the fate of being disintegrated in favor of 
having her neck snapped. The Head Priestess tried to 
protect them, hurling fireballs left and right. She even 
managed to kill two demons, but that was because no 
one was attacking her, well until Margo exited her hiding 
place. Her mission was clear - get the witch’s head. 
There was only one way to do that. 
 
The High Priestess’s amber eyes glowed with anger, that 
intensified when Margo used a fireball to kill a witch 
that got in her way. They always reacted that way, when 
the unmistakable sign that she was a witch, and yet hunt-
ed them reared it’s ugly head. No one seemed to believe 
that a witch could be evil, which was surprising consid-
ering the rumors that surrounded the word. There were 
only two types of reactions, either they begged for their 
life or attacked with anger. And this one attacked with 
more force than anyone else Margo had ever hunted. But 
it was better to be calm in situations like these. Control 
was key. Margo dodged a few blasts, at the same time 
getting closer and closer to her target. One knockdown 
later she pulled out one of her daggers. The white handle 
gleamed at the moonlight. The witch hesitated for a mo-
ment, she stopped and her guard was down, and that was 
all Margo needed. She switched her grip while she was 
still crouching and  the dagger elongated into a one-
handed sword. With one fluent motion her target was 
decapitated. Margo heard screams, she knew a witch was 
running away and would fall into the ambush. The blasts 
from afar showed that. 
 
Margo shoved the head into a bag without a hint of emo-
tions. 
“What are you waiting for? Get cleaning,” she told the 
remaining demons. They quickly got to work. After all, 
neither side wanted to be exposed. The cleaning was fast, 
all they needed to do was wipe the scorch marks and 
burn the two bodies. It was just easier to hide magic 
from the humans than risk the lives of every magical be-
ing by exposing themselves.  Margo was walking 
around, checking to see if they missed anything when 
something caught her eye. An amulet was laying on the 
ground. Thinking someone forgot it, she went to pick it 
up. But when she came closer she saw that it was famil-
iar. An eye with a large amethyst instead of an iris sur-
rounded by four crescent moons gleamed at her. The 
same symbol, as the one on her special daggers. Malik, 
the demon who raised her always said he didn’t know 
what the symbol meant, and she never believed him. The 
only thing she knew he wasn’t lying about was that he 
found her with them. It was confirmed when no one else 
seemed to be able to make the daggers work.  
 
But she didn’t allow this to to confuse her. In fact, when 
Margo stuffed the amulet in her pocket and went to join 
the others, her mind was already made up. She never 
wasted time being confused. 
 
“Here’s the head.” She dropped the bag on the table after 



they were alone. “My payment?” 
 
“Of course. Half a million in clean bills and the ability to 
summon lightning.” The demon handed her a briefcase 
and a small white egg. Margo opened the briefcase and 
started counting the money. 
 
“By the way, did you happen to find an amulet on the 
body by any chance?” He said as nonchalantly as he 
could, and when she stared at him with eyebrows raised 
he added “I’m willing to pay extra for it, of course.” 
 
“You will have to ask the guys about that. They did the 
cleaning.” 
 
“Yes, but your target was wearing it.” 
 
“I didn't focus much on what she was wearing around her 
neck. I was busy trying to separate her head from it.” 
Margo got back to counting, ignoring his incessant tap-
ping on the desk. He looked like any old businessman. He 
was wearing a pricy suit, and his appearance was crisp 
and flawless. He seemed like he was compensating for 
the fact he wasn’t human. She couldn’t stand him. If she 
didn’t have to check if he gave her what he owed her she 
would leave immediately. 
 
“I was just wondering.” 
 
“Next time, if you need me to take something else besides 
the head, you tell me when you hire me.” 
 
“Oh, I don’t need it.” 
 
“But you want it.” Margo finished checking the money 
and closed the briefcase, now not taking her eyes off him. 
 
“I was informed only a couple of hours earlier that the 
amulet had already passed onto another guardian. This is 
merely curiosity.” 
 
“Well, not my problem.” She turned to leave.  
 
“Of course, I just thought you of all people would be the 
best at obtaining it. You do use weapons forged from the 
same magic.” He waited until Margo’s hand was on the 
doorknob to say this, forcing her to turn around. 
 
“I do?” She looked at him with a blank expression. She 
was sure he couldn’t tell if she knew anything. Inside she 
was curious. 
 
“I always wondered how you kill good witches with a 
tool meant to be wielded by one. I guess even you can 
appreciate irony.” 
 
“I tend to go for convenience rather than any poeticism or 
aesthetic.” Margo was still standing with her hand on the 
doorknob. “So if this amulet is a source of good magic, it 
is meant to protect good creatures. I assume you want it 
so you can destroy it?” 
 
“Oh no, this one does a lot more than cast a mere shield, 

and it’s far too powerful for me to be able to destroy it. 
My interest in it is merely as a collector's item. If I can’t 
use it or destroy it, I can hide it so that no guardian can 
find it.” 
 
“Sounds like a waste of time to me. An item like that 
would definitely have locating charms on it.” Margo no-
ticed that his hand was reaching for something under the 
table. She knew better than to trust demons. She gripped 
the handle on the briefcase. 
 
“Oh, I can hide it. And not just the amulet.” She managed 
to land on her feet when a mercenary knocked the door 
open. Two others teleported in. ‘Huh, I thought I had a 
bigger reputation that this.’ Margo knocked them into 
each other with the briefcase. 
 
“Kudos for the effort.” she dropped the egg on the ground 
and it shattered. A blast of thick smoke filled the room. 
She had a feeling he gave her a dud, but she didn’t quite 
care. It was a good distraction no matter if it was an ex-
plosion or just smoke. She unsheathed her daggers and 
got to work killing off the mercenaries. The last of the 
smoke was clearing when she fired a fireball at the de-
mon, and all that was left of the chair were smoldering 
remains. Nothing in her contract said said she couldn’t 
kill her employer if he got on her nerves  
 
The Kraken Rises! Various 

 

 

 

After almost a year in the planning the good people of Bristol 

entered the world of The Kraken Rises! These are the stories 

that resulted. It is worth pointing out that this was writing 

under extreme pressure and in a very short amount of time. 

Many of the participants hadn’t written before or hadn’t writ-

ten for a long time and it is amazing that we got any stories 

at all. Due to our self-imposed deadlines there hasn’t been 

time to ask for redrafts or to do much more than correct ty-

pos. The brief was written mostly by Jonathan L Howard and 

basically posited that Bristol is occasionally visited by weird 

events every time there is a great comet in the sky. These 

are called Kraken events & our writers were challenged to 

come up with a story about a Kraken event. Around 30 peo-

ple took part, not all of them made the deadline for the an-

thology, these are the stories that made the grade. Although 

they’re not polished, as time didn’t allow, the standard is 

surprisingly good. 

 

Overall – It was great fun making this anthology, and great 

fun reading it 



Book reviews by Pete Sutton 

 

Hang wire by Adam Christopher 

 

 

 

Ted Hall works for a blog in San 

Francisco and on an evening out in 

a Chinese restaurant his fortune 

cookie explodes in his face. After 

that he starts to lose time, seems to 

be sleepwalking and is writing on his 

laptop in the middle of the night in 

Chinese. He’s worried as his night 

walking seems to coincide with a 

grisly set of murders committed by 

a new serial killer in town, nick-

named the “Hang Wire killer” by the 

media. Is it coincidence that a new 

circus is in town, one that has a new 

acrobatic star called Highwire? One where the vintage carou-

sel has a monkey with ruby eyes at its centre? One where the 

manager wears an old fashioned stovepipe hat and has one 

completely grey eye. And who is the beach bum who teaches 

ballroom dancing really? And what’s the link to the big quake 

of 1906? 

 

Christopher parcels his plot detail out in small increments as 

the story unfolds keeping you guessing at what is really going 

on for a goodly proportion of the book. For me this is an ef-

fective technique and one that can draw you slowly onwards. 

In a lesser writer’s hands this could be annoying or just con-

fusing, but in Christopher’s capable hands it builds well and 

reaches a satisfactory conclusion in time for the action to re-

ally kick in in the last section of the book.  

 

There were a few minor niggles for me, not enough to really 

throw me out of the story or hamper my enjoyment too much 

though. There is a bit of repetition of information , and the 

characters could have felt a little more real. 

 

Overall - Being an Angry Robot book you expect it’ to be pacy 

and intelligent with good plotting and Christopher really deliv-

ers.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Purefinder by Ben Gwalchmi 

 

 

 

Gwalchmi has created a phantasma-

gorical journey through 1858 Lon-

don. Purefoy is a “Purefinder”, a col-

lector of sh*t (called Pure in slang) 

which is sold to the tanners. 

 

Though they called it mud, everyone 

in London knew what they were 

treading on. There were children who 

remained barefoot throughout the 

day so that they could get it between 

their toes. Their only sand was ma-

nure 

 

A child is killed and Purefoy is col-

lared by the enigmatic pseudonymous Murphy as the culprit 

to be taken to justice. The two then embark on a foot journey 

across the city which serves to explore 1850’s London 

through their eyes. It is not an easy book to read, Gwalchmi’s 

prose often needs for you to work at it to glean the meaning 

and occasionally was a little too obscure for this reader. 

There is not much in the way of plot, being more a develop-

ment of the two men’s relationship and what has brought 

them both to this time and place. A smorgasboard of odd 

characters are encountered and interacted with, my favour-

ites being the street gang known as the “Mighty Cabinet 

Group” because “if you cross them you’ll end up in a cabi-

net”. The book is full of cant and slang and language, most 

notably several dialogues in Welsh (translation is provided) 

and Gwalchmi is obviously enjoying himself digging in the 

rich soil of British language. 

 

London has always been a polyglot. London is where we run 

to hear new, fantastical imaginings of language; where we 

wrap ourselves in foreign matter in the knowledge that a co-

coon of experience will enable us to lose and warm ourselves 

until we’ve wings enough to take our newly communicative 

selves elsewhere. The City speaks only one language, London 

speaks with infinite variations. 

 

The journey, highlighting as it does the London poor, is a jux-

taposition with today’s austerity society, several times the 

characters speak of what it would be like in 150 years’ time. 

Through it all runs the river and the streets which serve as 

characters on their own. 

 

The back reads: Purefinder is a Gothic-horror historical thrill-

er with a metaphysical edge; a circadian, Dantean explora-

tion of London, loss, and fraternity; mystery, blood, mud, 

and guts combined; Rabelaisian relief; human tragedy; and 

the important questions at the heart of any time and that 

summation sentence is more in keeping with the text than 

any I could attempt. It isn’t a forgettable text as some of the 

imagery will stay with me, probably as I had to be wide 

awake and paying attention whenever I picked up the book. 

 

Overall – A complex and sometimes difficult read but one 

that will be rewarding to the right reader.  



“GOOD MORNING VIETNAM!” 

 As a child of the 80’s, I grew up with this 

movie playing at least twice a year on each T.V. 

Station right through the 90s and early 2000’s. 

 The Star who spoke those now immortal 

words was one Robin McLaurin Williams. A 

Man of Comedic talent that none today can com-

pete with nor can they compare to. 

 It is with great sadness that the world was 

informed in the 11th of August 2014 that Robin 

Williams had taken his own life, the laughter 

had gone, exit stage left… all that was left was 

the swinging stage door from whence his im-

measurable personality had gone. 

 

 Robin Williams’ was born July 21, 1951 in 

Chicago, Illinois, USA. He was granted a schol-

arship with Julliard School in New York City 

where he was one of only two students accepted 

into the advanced program that the school of-

fered. His other classmate was Christopher 

Reeve. 

 In 1976,, only three years after entering Jul-

liard, he was told that there was nothing more  

he could learn, it was time for him to go out into 

the world and entertain the masses. 

 In the early 70s, he began working at a 

comedy club bar in San Francisco, eventually 

getting his first gig on their stage as a stand up 

comic. 

 He was cast as Mork the Alien in “Happy 

Days” when he was asked to take a seat, and in-

stead sat on his head. The Character was so out-

standing thanks to William’s  fantastic portrayal 

that he was asked to play Mork in the T.V Series 

“Mork & Mindy.” a show which had the instant 

effect of shooting him to Celebrity Status. 

 Throughout his fabulous career the ups 

were tempered with downs, demons of drugs and 

alcohol plagued him adding the severe depres-

sion that he suffered, despite going to rehab 

many times to try to kick the demons, he often 

found himself returning to them. 

  

He married three times and is survived by his 

three children. 

 

 His fabulous career spanned from the early 

70s as a stand up comedian right through to to-

day, his last film, “Night at the Museum 3” is 

due to be released late this year. 

 Robin Williams had a long standing history 

of playing Roles that brought delight to old and 

young alike, including playing Genie in Aladdin, 

Batty in Fern Gully,. 

 With variety of roles in Sci-fi, Fantasy and 

Horror/Thriller films. Some of his darkest work 

(One Hour Photo) is considered his best. A per-

sonal favourite is Bicentennial Man, in which he 

plays the Service Android “Andrew”, who shows 

sentience as a result of a fault in his program-

ming and desires to become truly human.. 

 On Behalf of the Staff and guest Writers 

and Artists of Far Horizons, we would like to 

thank you, Mr Robin Williams, For your won-

derful and inspirational life. 

“Good night, Mr Williams, Exit, Stage Left,” 

The World is a little less funny now for its loss. 

 



  Are you an aspiring Author looking to get published? 

Far Horizons Publishing can help! 

We offer: 

 

*Editing. 

*Cover Art. 

*Marketing. 

*Ebook Publishing on Amazon Kindle. 

*Paperback Publishing through Amazon Createspace. 

*In Magazine Advertising. 

*Book Trailers. 

*Media Releases. 

 

We will also be sending out calls for authors to join us in producing  

fantastic Anthologies from time to time. 

Contact us:  

Info.far.horizons@gmail.com  

Our Website is coming soon! 

 

 

FAR HORIZONS PUBLISHING. 




